SLAVE NARRATIVES

A Folk History of Slavery in the United vStates

From Interviews with Fermer Slaves

TYPEWRITTEN RECORDS PREPARED BY

THE FEDERAL WRITERS’ PROJECT,

- 1936-1938
ASSEMBLED BY
THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS PROJECT

WORK PROJECTS ADMINISTRATION

FOR THE DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA
SPONSORED BY THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

Illustrated with Photographs

WASHINGTON 1941



VOLUME XI
NORTH CAROLINA NARRATIVES

PART 1

Prepared by
the Federal Writers' Project of
the Works Progress Administration

for the State of North Carolina



Adams, Louisa

Adkins, Ida

Allen, Martha
Anderson, Joseph
Anderson, Mary
Andrews, Cornelia
Anngady, Mary
Arrington, Jane
Augustus, Sarah Louise
Austin, Charity

Baker, Blount
Baker, Lizzie
Baker, Viney
Barbour, Charlie
Barbour, Mary
Baugh, Alice
Beckwith, John
Bectom, John C.
Bell, Laura
Blalock, Emma
Blount, David
Bobbit, Clay
Bobbitt, Henry
Bogan, Herndon
Boone, Andrew
Bost, W. L.
Bowe, Mary Wallace
Brown, Lucy
Burnett, lMidge

Cannady, Fanny
Cofer, Betty
Coggin, John
Coverson, Mandy
Cozart, Willie
Crasson, Hannah
Crenshaw, Julia
Crowder, Zeb
Crump, Adeline
Crump, Bill
Crump, Charlie
Curtis, Mattie

Dalton, Charles Lee
Daniels, John
Daves, Harriet Ann
Davis, Jerry

INFORMANTS

13
16
19
27
32

50
58

63
66
70
73
78

87

91

99
103
110
117
120
125
130
138
147
152
155

159
165
176
179
182
187
194
196
203
207
212
216

223
229
232
237

Debnam, W. S.

Debro, Sarah

Dickens, Charles W.
Dickens, Margaret E.
Dowd, Rev. Squire
Dunn, Fannie

Dunn, Jennylin

Dunn, Lucy Ann

Durham, Tempie Herndon

Eatman, George -
Edwards, Doc
Evans, John

- Faucette, Lindsey

Flagg, Ora M.
Foster, Analiza
Foster, Georgianna
Freeman, Frank

Gill, Addy

Glenn, Robert
Green, Sarah Anne
Griffeth, Dorcas
Gudger, Sarah

Hall, Thomas
Hamilton, Hecter
Harris, George W.
Harris, Sarah
Hart, Cy

Haywood, Alonzo
Haywood, Barbara
Henderson, Isabell
Henry, Essex
Henry, Milly

Hews, Chaney

High, Joe

High, Susan

Hill, Kitty
Hinton, Jerry
Hinton, Martha Adeline
Hinton, Robert
Hinton, William George
Hodges, Eustace
Huggins, Alex
Hunter, Charlie H.
Hunter, Elbert

241
247
254
259
263
270
275
278
284

291
295
298

302
307
311
314
318

323
328
340
346
350

359
363
370
375
379
382
385
389
393
399
405
409
417
422
427
433
436
441
446
449
453
457



ILLUSTRATIONS

Facing page

Louisa Adams 1l
Viney Baker 70
John Beckwith 87
Clay Bobbit 17
Henry Bobbitt . - 120
Herndon Bogan 125
W. L. Bost | 138
John Coggin 176
Hanneh Crasson 187
Bill Crump | . 207
Charlie Crump and Granddaughter 212
Harriet Ann Daves 232
Charles W. Dickens : 254
Margaret E. Dickens 259
Rev. Squire Dowd ' 263
Jennylin Dunn 275
Tempie Herndon Durham 284
George Eatman ) 291
John Evans 298
Sarah Gudger 350
Sarah Harris 375
Essex Henry 393

Milly Henry 399



— 320152
o3
Jun”

N. C. District _No. 2

Worker T. Pat Matthews
No. Words__ 1384

(’ ) .
5\" 9

Subject __Louisa Adamg
Person Interviewed _Louiga Adamg

Editor Daijsy Bailey Waitt




320152

LOUISA ADAMS

"My name is Louisa Adams. I wuz bawned in Rockingham,
Richmond County, North Carolina. I wuz eight years old
when the Yankees come through. I belonged to Marster Tom
A. Covington, Sir. My mother wuz named Easter,'ané.my
rather wuz named Jacob. We were all Covingtons. No Sir,
I don't know whur my mother and father come from. Solo-
man wuz brother number one, then Luke, Josh, Stéphen, As-
bury. My sisters were Jane, Frances, Winey, and I wuz
nexts I 'members grandmother. She wuz named Lovie Wall.
They brought her here from same place. My aunts were -
named, one wuz named Nicey, and one wuz named Jane. I
picked feed for the white folks. They sent many of the
chillun to work at the salt mines, where we went to git
salt. My brother Soloman wuz sent to the salt mines.

Luke looked atter the sheep. He knocked down china berries
for ‘em. (pad and mammie had their own gardens- and hogs.
We were compelled to walk aﬁoht at night to live. We were
so hongry we were bound to steal or parish. This trait
seems to be handed down from slavery days. Sometimes I
thinks dis might be so.) Our food wuz bad. Marster worked
us hard and gave us nufhin. We had to use what we made in

the garden to eat. We also et our hogs. Our clothes were
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~ bad, and beds were sorry. (we went barefooted iﬁ a way.
What I mean by that is, that we had shoes part of the time.

~We got one pair o' shoes a year. When dey wored out we
went barefooted. éometimes we tied them up with strings,
and they were so ragged de tracks looked like bird tracks,
where we walked in the road. We lived in log houses daubed
with mud. They called 'em the slaves houses. My 0ld daddy
partly raised his chilluns on game. He caught rabbits,
coons, an' possums. Ne would work all day and hunt at night.
de had no holidays. They did not give us-any fun as I know.
I could eat anything I could git. I tell you de truth,
slave time wuz slave time widvus. M&‘brother wore his
shoes out, and had none all thu winter. His feet cracked
open and bled so bad you could trgck hi? by the‘blood. When
the Yankees come through, he go‘céhc:ee.-'s.-.-é

- "I wuz married in Rockingham. I don't *member whe:.
Mr. Jimmie Covington, a preacher, a white man, married ug.
I married James Adams who lived on a plantation near Rocking-
ham. I had a nice blue wedding dress. My husband wuz
dressed in kinder light clothes, best I rickerlect. It's
been a good long time, since de¢n tho. |

"I sho do 'member my Marster Tom Covington and his wife

too, Emma. De old man wuz the'veryﬂékck. He would take

what we. made and lowance us, dat is lowance it out to my -
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daddy after he had made it. My father wen% to Steven
Covington, Marster Tom's brother; and told him about it
and his brother Stephen made him gib father his meat back
to us. | |

"My missus wuz kind to me, but Mars. Tom wuz the bugér.
It wuz a mighty bit plantation. I don't know how many
siaves wuz on it, there were a lot of dem do'. Dere rwere
overseers two of *‘em. One wuz named Bob Covington and the
other Charles Cdvingt.on. They were colored men. I rode
with them. I rode wid *em in the carriage sometimes. De
carriage had seats dat folded up. P;ob wuz overseer in de‘ ‘
field, and Charles wuz carriage driver. -All de plantation
wuz fenced in, dat is all de fields, wid rails; de rails’
wuz ten feet 16ng. We drawed water wid a s;veep and pail.
De well wuz in the yard. | De mules for the slaves wuz in
town, dere were none on the plantation. Dey had *em in
town; dey waied us time de Ehicken crowed, and we went to
work just as seon as we could see how tb make a lick wid
a hoe.

"Tawd, you better not be caught wid a book in yor han'.
If you did, you were so0ld. Dey didn't 'low dat. I kin
read a little, but I can't write. I went to school after
- glavery and leéfned to read. We didn't .jgo to school but
theee or four week a year, and lea:;_med to read.

. "Dere wuz no church on the plantation, and we were




" not lowed to have prayer meetings. No parties, no candy
pullings, nor dances, no $ir, not a bit. I 'member goih'
one time to the white folkses church, no baptizing dat

I 'member. Lawd have mercy, hal hal! No. De paterocller
were on de place at night. You couldn't travel without
a pas.

"We got few possums. I have greased my daddy's back
after he had been whupped until his back wuz cut to pieces.
He had to work jis the same. When we went to owr houses
at night, we cooked our suppers at night)etlwfff;ffffLﬁwM/““””””
went to bed. If fire wuz out or any work needed doin'
around de house we had to work on Sundays. .They did not
gib us Christﬁas or any other holidays. We had corn shuck-
ingé. I herd 'em talkin' of cuttin de corn pile right square
in two. One wud git on one side, another on the other side
snd see which out beat. They had brandy at the corn shuckin'
and I herd Sam talkin' about gittin' drunk.

"I 'member one 'oman dyiﬁg. Her neme wﬁ£ Caroline Cov-
ington. I didn't go to the grave. But you know they had a
little cart used with hosses to carry her to the grave, jist
. a onelparse'wagon, Jjist slipped her in there.
| "Yes, I 'member a field song. It Wuz 'Oh! come let us go
where pleasure never dies. Great fountain gone over!, Dats

one uv ‘em.b'We had a good doctor when we got‘uick. He come



to see us. The slaves took herbs. aeY found in de woods.
Dats what I do now, Sir. I got some {érbs right in my
kitchen now.
"When the Yankees come through I did not know anything
about ~Jem till they got there. Jist like they Awere poppin
op out of de ground. One of the slaves wuz at his master's
house you know, and he said, 'The Yankees are in Cher‘:awfsm,;z, BN

o ?f/ .and the Yankees are in town'. It didn't sturb me at
"tall. I wuz not afraid of de Yankees. I 'member dey went
to Miss Emma's house, and went in de smoke house and emptied
every barrel of/lasses right in de floor and scattered de
cracklings on de floor. I went dere and got some of 'em,
Miss Fmma wuz my missus. Déy just killed de chickens, hogs
too, and old Jeff the dog; they shot him through the thoat.
I *member how his mouth flew open when dey shot him. One
vy 'em went into de tater bank,and we chillun wanted togo
out dere. Mother wouldn*t let us. .She wuz fraid uv 'em.
f’ " Abraham Lincolﬁ freed us by the help of the Lawd, by
hié help. Slavery wuz owin to who you were with. If you
were with some one who wuz good and héd some feeliin's for
you it did tolerable well; yea, tollerable well.

"We left the plantation soon as de surrender. We lef’
right off. We weﬁt_ to goin' towards Fayetteville, North

Carolina. We climbed over fences and were Jjust broke éown



chillun, feet sore. We had a little meat, corn meal, a tray,
and‘mammy had a tin pan. One night we came to a o0ld house;
some one had put wheat straw in it. We staid there, next
mornin', we come back home. Not to Marster's, but to a white
'omen named Peggy McClinton, on her plantation. We stayed
there a long time. De Yankees took everything dey could, but
dey didn'*t give us anything to eat. Dey give some ofAde
'omen shoes. ‘

"I thinks Mr. Roosevelt is a fine man and he do all he

can for us.

~J
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IDA  ADKINS
Ex-slave 72 years.
PPV P 41z
AT wuz bawn befo'! de war. I muz &bout eight years ole when
de Yankee mens come throuch.
My mammy an' pappy, Hattie an' Jim Jeffries helonged to lMarse

. AL A
Frank Jeffries. ilarse Fr:nk come from Mississiopi, but when I Wiz

- por oy /.4‘;(5,4'

Yy

*3

. T, e . - .
wn he an' Nis' Mary Jane sz livin' down hegp near Louisburg in

.JJ

.
R

2 . .
Yorth Carolina whare dey had é% big plantation an'Adon'Tknow how

) A1A Th 5
meny nigeers. Marse Frank waz good to his nlﬁwers)'cept4he never

: £
give dem epnaugh to eat. He worked dem hard on half rations, but

he didn' believe in all de time be~tin' an' sellin' dem.
/£ i
My pappy worked at de stab les he w2 “er good hotsemsn, but my
—‘(:».&/
memmy worked at de big house helpin' Mis' Mary Jane. Mammy worked

in de weavin' room. I can see her now settin' at de weavin' machine

an' hear de pedals goin' plop, plopn, as she treaded dem wil her

o Ul r U 3

feets. She wuz a good weaver. I staved 'roun' de big house too,
pickin' up chips, sweepin' de yard an! such las dat. Mis’ Mzry Jane

Ty
Wiz quick as er whip-po'-will. She had black eyes dat snaoped an'

' Hra /)
- dey seed everythin'. She-could #wiw her hezd so cuick dat she'd

ketch yoWevery time yototried to steal er lump of sugar. I liked

Marse Frank better den I did Mis' Mery Jane. All us little chillun
Qorms Imb/@
called him Big Pappy.;ﬁﬁ%e time he wemt~%e~—Hetetsh he brung us

niggers back some candy. e went to Raleigh erbout twice er year:)

Raleigh wuz er far ways from de plantationgnear 'bout 51xty miles.
Ry

It always took Marse Frank three days to make de trip. A day to go,

 Chack - appcars To ke
abmf ‘467 Y les m’@ '
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_e:e day to stay in town, an' a day to come backy ben he always got
/U.‘wva
home in de nishty Geptn'f\he rode ho'se baci 'stead of de carrlage,[lfn

den sometimes he got hom® by sun dovm.

“"'\«.c-

Marse Frank didn' go to de wa;,er waz t00-0leg go when de
Vankees come through dey foun' him at home. #hen lMarse Frank seed
de blue coats coxnln dovn de road he run an' got his gun. De

! 47 . .,o‘{,"/"i{ w
Vankees mon hﬁ-Lses I ain't never seed S0 many men. Dey waz

thick a2s hornets comin' down de "oad in er cloud of dus 7. Ley come

fooer i 4G 144 B frr %ﬁ {ontds
up to de house an' tied de holses to de palin' s, : :
AM \
ef,m 'roun' de ya rdkM nen dey seed Marse Frank standin' on de ﬁfoh wid

. . . orle
de gun leveled on dem, dey got mad. Time Marse Frank done shot owe

fime éi/bully Yankee snatched de gun %way an' tole Marse Frank to
hold up his han?dS, Den dey tied his ;{&ﬁiﬁ an' pushed him down on

de floor 'side de house an' tole him dat if he moveg;/gje”y/would shoot
him‘ﬁen éey went in de house.

I%‘%keered near ‘'bout to death, but I rgl’n in de kitchen an'

got -ed;/butcher- knife, an' when de Yankees @%Wﬁookin', I tried to
cut de rope an' set iarse Frank freey But one of dem blue debils
seed @j/é.n' come runnin'. He say: \

'Whut yoWdoin', y«fiv black brat! yo¥% stinkin' little alligator
baitd' He snatched de knife from my hand an' %old me to stick
out my tongue, dat he }fgwine to cut it off. I let out ea-r/yell
an' run behindde house.

Lcu- . a -
Some of de Yankees wa® in de smoke house gettin' de meat, some
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AL : fprdids AA A
of dem Waz at de stables gettin' de helses, an' some of dem-quL“

in de house gettin' de silver an' things. I seed dem put de big

A TN
31lver pltcher an' tea pot in & bag. Den dey took de knives an'
s 7" _,./;-ﬁ""!- »&/
fo%ks an' all de candle sticks an' platters off de side beald.

Ais
Dey went in de parlor an' got de gold clock dat wae & iis' Mzry Jane's

gran mammyé‘ Laen dey got all de Jewelry out of Nis' Mary Jane's

jolebiat Maey went up to Mis' Mery Jane, an' while she looked at
dem wid her black eyes snappin', dey took de rings off her fingers)
ien dey took her gold bracelet; dey even took de ruby ear rings out

of her ears an' de gold comb out of her hair.
. . t . . ] M“ ..W ' - e [ t .
I done aquit peepin' in de window an' wwe staniin' 'side de house
: . i Anls
when de Yankees come out in de yard wid all de stuff dey -waz totin'

A/( "ﬂ-/ 4‘ ‘f/'d!w.r . ‘{:‘(" Ay
off. Marse Frank wez still settin' on de peteh floor wid his hents

tied an' couldn' do nothin'. 'Bout dat time I seed de bee gums in

] /_/Lf'"fl /! “}'J
de side yard. Dey wus oF “whole line of gums. Little as I wuz I had

:ZZ{/?‘/JA&'"“
ér notion. I run an' got me e? long stiek an' totmed over every

one of dem gums.ﬁaen I stirred dem bees up wid dat stick L#ﬁéii/dey
éﬁ:éé mad I could smell de pizen. An' bees‘ yo# ain't never seed

de like of beés. Dey éggdéwarmin' all over de place. Dey sailed into
dem Yankees like bullets, each one madder den de other. Dey 1lit on

Aprdaes 5,
dem hetses »éﬁggﬁ dey looked like dey wuz-%iwe wid varmints. De
'&w&M%
- holeee broke dey bridles an' tore down de palin's an' 1lit out down
de roady ﬁhi~é%$&funnin' wuzn' nothin' to what dem Yankees done. Dey

bust out cussin', but what did‘é%‘bee keer g%bout cuss wordsgz Dey

IO
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1lit on dem blue coats an' every time dey lit dey stuck in e% pizen
sting. De Yankee's forgot all sa-f"bout de meat an' things dey done
stole; dey took off down de road on ag"run, passin' de mge
bees’%ﬁféht after dem in -e%/long line. Dey'd zoom an' zip, an'
zoom an'! zip, an' .every time dey'd zip g/Yankee would yell.

When dey'd gone Mis! Mary Jane untied Marse Frankqﬂen dey took
all de silver, meat an' things-de Yankeés lef' behin' an' buried
it so if dey come back dey couldn' fin' it.%en dey célled ma an'
said:

'Tda Lee, if yoW hadn' Ww;ver dem bee gums &em Yankees
would have toted off near 'bout everythin' fine we got. We want
to give yoWsomethin' yotwcan keep so' you'll always remember dis
da@ an' how yolrun de Yankees &Nay’ '

Den Mis' Mary Jane took:ar plain golé ring off her flnger an'

put it on mine,An I been wearin' it ever since.®




7. C. District No. 2

Worker Mary A, Hicks
No. Words 402

4 Subject Ex-Slave Story
Person Interviewed Martiha Allen

Editor Daigy Bailey Waitt

-

"

!
. £
* Ay
, A
A, /f"'/ Foe f
s @* g i - ; .i‘ )
> P o s



320276

14

EX-SLAVE STORY

An interview with Martha Allen, 78, of 1318 South Person
Street, Raleigh.

"I wuz borned in Craven County seventy eight years
ago. My pappa wuz named Andrew Bryant an' my mammy wuz
named Harriet. My brothers wuz John Franklin, Alfred,an’
Andrew. I ain't had no sisters. I reckon dat we is what
yot' call a general mixture case I am part Injun, part white
an' Part nigger.

5/"My mammy belonged ter Tom Edward Gaskin an' she

wuzn't half fed. De cook nussed de babies while she cooked,
so dat de mammies could wuck in de fiel's,an' all de mammies
done wuz stick de babies in -t de kitchen do' on dere way
ter de fiel's. 1I'se hyard mammy say dat dey went ter wuck
widout breakfast, an' dat when she put her baby in de kitchen

shetd go by de slop bucket anﬁ drink de slops from a long

handled g?érd.\

"De slave driver wuz bad as he could be,an' de slaves

got awful beatin's.

ff"De young marster sorta wanted my mammy,but she tells
him\nd, so he chunks a lightwood knot an' hits her on de haid
wid it. Dese white mens what had babies by nigger wimmens

wuz called 'Carpet Gitters'. My father's father wuz one o'

son.
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"Yes mam, I'se mixed plenty case my mammy's gréndmaw
wuz Cherokee Injun.
"I doan know nothin' 'bout no war, case marster carried
us ter Cedar Falls, near Durhaﬁ an' dar's whar we come free;
<"I 'members dat de Ku Klux uster go ter de Free
Issues houses, strip all de family an' whup de ole folkses.
Den dey dances wid de pretty yaller gals an' goes ter bed
wid dem. Dat's what de Ku Klux wuz, a bunch of mean mens
tryin' ter hab a good timet}
; "I'se wucked purty hard durin' -y life an' I done
my é&urtin' on a steer an' cart hanlin' wood ter town ter
sell. ﬁe wuz hanlin' wood too on his wagin, an' he'd beat
me ter town so's dat he could help me off'n de wagin. I
reckon dat dat wuz as good a way as any. : | .
"] tries ter be a good christian but I'se got dis-
gusted wid dese young upstart niggers what dances in de
l chu‘ch.. Dey says dat dey am truckin' an' dat deBible aiq:t :

forbid hit, but I reckin dat I knows dancin' whar I sees hit."
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STORY OF JOSEPH ANDERSON

1113 Rankin Street
Wilmington, N. C.

"Yes*m I was born & slave. I belong to Mr. T. C,
McIlhenny who had a big rice plantation "Eagles Nest" in
Brunswick County. It was a big piace. He had lots of slaves,
an' he was & good man. My mother and father died when I was
fourteen. Father died in February 1865 and my mother died of
Pneumonia in November 1865. My older sister took charge of me."

Interviewer: "Can you read &nd write?" ‘

Joseph: ™0h yes, I can write a little. I can msake
my me.rks., I can write my name. No'm I can't read. I never
went to school & day in my life. I just "picked up" what I
know. ‘

"I don't remember much about slave times. I was
fourteen when I was freed. After I was freed we lived between
8th and 9th on Chestnut. We rented & place from Dan 0'Connor
a real estate man and paid him $5 a mcath rent. I've been
married twice. First time was married by Mr. Ed Taylor, megis-
traté in Southport, Brunswick County. I was married to my
first wife twenty years and eight months. Then she died. I
was married again when I was seventy-five years old. I was
married to my second wife.just 8 few years when she died.
| B was‘on the police force for a year and & half., I

was elected April 6, 1895. Mr. MeIlhenny was an ole man then

an' I used to go to see him.



"T was & stevedore for Mr. Alexander Sprunt for

sixty years.".

Joseph is now buying his house at 1113 Rankin Stheet.
Rents part of it for $8,.50 a month to pay for it. He stays

in one room.

NOEE: Joseph's health is none too good, making information

sketchy and incoherent.

Ny
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MARY ANDERSON

¢6 years of age. 17 Poole Road, R.F.D. # 2. Raleigh, N. C.

"My name is Mary Anderson. I was born on a plantation
near Franklinton, Wake County, N. C. May 10, 1851. I was a
slave belonging to Sam Brodie, who ownéd the plantation at
this place. Uiy missus' name was Evaline. Ny father was Alfred
grodie and my mother was Bertha bBrodie.

"We had good food, plenty of warm homemade clothes and
comfortable houses. The slave houses were called the quarters
and the house where marstzsr lived was called the great house.
Cur houses had two rooms each and marster's house had twelve
TOOmS » ﬁéfh the slave and white folks buildings were located
in a large grove one mile squére'covered with oak and hickory
nut trees. Marster's house was exactly one mile from the main
Louisburg ~oad and there was a wide avenue leading through the
plantation and gfové to marster's house. The house fronted the
avenus east and in going down t:i:e avenue from the main road you
traveled directly west.

* "The pléntation was very large and there were about two

>§}jhundred acres of cleared land that was farmed each yeaf.{fA pond

.

,
Do
-

[ was located on the place and in winter icevas gathered there for

- summer use and stored in an ice house which was built in the zrove

\{}Where the other buildings were. A lafge hole about ten feet deep

%\Was dug in the ground; the ice was pul in that hole and covered.



A large frame building was built over it. At the top of the
earth there was an entrance door and steps leading down to the
bottom of the hole. Other things besides ice were stored there.v
There was a still on the plantation and barrels of brandy were

~ stored in the ice housé, also pickles, preéerves and cider;}'

“ilany of the things we used were made on the place. There
was a grist mill, tanﬁery, shoe Shop, dacksmith sho;, and looms
for weaving cloth.

"There were about one hundred and sixty-two slaves on the
plantation and every Sunday morning all the children had to be
bathed, dressed, and their hair combed and carried down to
marster's for breakfast. It was a rule that all the little
colored children eat at the great house every Sunday morning
in order that marster and missus could Wéxch them eat so they
could know which ones were sickly and have them doctoréd.

"The elave children all carried a mussel shell in their
hands to eat with. The food was put on large trays and the
children all gathered around and ate, dipping up their food
with their mussel shells which they used for spoons. Those
who refused to eat or those who were ailing in any way had to
come back to the great house for their meals'and medicine
until they vere well. |

“Marster had a large apple orchard in the Tar River low
grounds and up on higher ground and nearer the plantation house

there was on one side of the road a large plum orchard and on

‘the other side was an orchard of peaches, cherries, quinces and




grapes. We picked the'quinces in August and used them for
preserving. Marster and missus believed in giving the slaves
plenty of fruit; especially the children.

"liarster had three children, one boy named Dallas, and
two girls, Bettie and Carrie. He would not allow slave W
children to call his children marster and missué anless the
slave said little marster or little missus. He had four white
overseers but they were not allowed to whip a slave.  If there
was any whipping to be dones he always said he would do it. He
didn't believe in whipping so when a slave got so bad he could
not manage him he sold him. .

"Marster didn't quarrel with anybody, missus would not
speak short to a slave, but both missus and marster taught
slaves tole obedient in a nice quiet way. The slaves were
taught to take their hats and bonnets off before going into the
house, and to bow and say, 'Good morning Marster Sam and Missus
Evaline'. ©Some of the little negroeS'wouid go down to the great
.house and ask them when it wus going tofrain, and when marster
or missus walked in the grove the little Negroes would follow
along after them like a gang of kiddiés. Some of the slave
children wanted to stay with them at the great house alll the
time. They knew no petter of course and seemed to love marster
and missﬁs as much as they did their own mother and father.

j Marster and missus always used geniie means to get the children
‘out of their way When they bothered them an® the way the

‘Vchildreh loved and trusted them wus a beautiful sight to see.




"Patterollers were not allowed on the place unless they
cane peacefully and I never knew of them whippin; any slaves
on marster's place. Slaves were carried off on two horse
wagons to be sold. I have seen several loaas leave. They were
the unruly ones. Sometimes he would bring back slaves, once he
brought back two boys and three giris from the slave market. )

"Sunday wus a great day on the plantation. é&erybbdy got.
biscuits Sundays. The slave women went down to marsters for
their Sunday allowanc: of flour. All the children ate break-
fast at the great house and marster and missus gave out fruit
to all. The slaves looked forward to Sunday as they labored
through the week. It was a great day. Slaves received good
treatment from marster and all his %amily.

"We were allowed to have prayer meétings in our homes and
we also went to the white folks church.

"They would not teach any of us to read and write. Books
and papefs were forbidden. Marster's children and the slave
children played together. I went around with the baby girl
Carrie to other plantations visiting. She taught me how to
talk low and how to‘act in company. My association with white
folks and my training while I was a slave is why I talk.like
 white folks. | ) ‘ X
“Bettie Brodie married a Dr. Webb from Boylan, Virginia.

Carrie mavried a Mr. Joe Green of Franklin County. He was &

big southern planter.

~




"The war was begun and there were stories of fivhts and
.freedom. The news went from plantation to plantation and while
the slaves acted natural and some even more -polite than usual,
they prayed Tor freedom. Then one day‘i heard something that
sounded like thunder and missus and marster‘began to walk around
¢nd act queer. The grown slaves were whlsperln to each other,
Sometimes they gathsred in little gangs in‘the grové; Next day
I heard it again, bcom, boom, boom. I went and asked missus
'is it going to rain?' She said, 'Maryigo to the ice ﬁouse
and. brinzg me some pickles and preserves.'! I went and got them.

¥

ate a little and gave me zome. Then she said, 'You run

43
it
€Y

alonz and play.!' In a day or two every: o‘y on the plantation
seemed to be disturbed anc marster and missus were crying.
liarster ordered all the slaves to come to the great house at .
nine otclock. Nobody was working and slaves were walking over
the grove in every direction. At nine ofclock all the SIaves
gathered at the great house and marster and missus came out on
the porch énd stood side by side. You could hear a pin drap
everything'Was SO auiet. Then marster said, 'Good morning,?
and missus said, 'Good mdrning, children*. They were bLoth cryiﬁg.
Then marster said, ‘ien, women and children, your are free.
‘.Ybu are no 1bhger my slaves. The Yankées will soon be here.*
"Marster and mlssus then went 1nto the house got two large
arm-chalrs put them on the porch f“acmED the avenue and sat down

5;81de by side and remalned uhgre watchlng.»




In abéut an hour there was one of the blackest clouds coming
up the avenue ffom the main road. It was the Yankee soldiers,
they finally filled the mile lon~ avenue feaching from.marster‘s
house to the main Louisburg roai and spread oui 6ver the mile
sguare grove. The mounted men dismounted. The footmen stacked
their éhining guns and began to build fires and cook. They
called the slaves, saying, 'Your are free.! Slaves were whoopirng
and laughing and acting like they wefe craiy; Yankee soldiers
were shaking hands with the Negroes and calling them Sam, Dinah,
Sarah and asking them questions. They busted the door to the.
smoke hiouse «nd got all the hams. They went to the icehouse and
got several barrels of.mrandy, and such a time. The Negroes and
Yankees were cooking and eating together. The Yankees told them
to come on and join them, they were free. Illarster and missus
sat on the porch and they were so humble no Yankee bothered :
anything in the great house. The slaves were awfully excited.
The Yahkees stayed there,cooked, eat, drank ani played mugic
until about night, then a bugle began td blow and you never saw
suchg;etting on horses and lining up in your lit. In a few
minufes they 3egan to march, leaving the grove which Was soon
as silent as a grave yard. They took marster's horses and cattle
with them and joined the main army and camped just across
Cypress Creek one and one half miles from my marster‘'s place
on ‘the Louisburg”Road. ‘

"When they Ileft the country, lot of the slaves want with
| *%ﬁém?aﬁé soon there were none of marster's slaves left. They -

:5n¢engd:areund £or a yéar from place to place, fed and wor ng
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most of the time at some other slave owners plantation and getting
more homesick every day.

"The second year after the sqrrendér our margier and missus
ot on their carriage and went and looked up all the Negroes they
heard of wholevef nelonged to them. Some who went off with
the Yankees were never heard of again. When marster and missus
found any of theirs they would say, 'Well, come on gack home, !
liy father and mother, two uncles and their families moved back.
Also Lorenza Brodie, and John Brodde and their fami%}es moved back.
several of the young men and women who once velonged to him came
back. Some were so glad to get back they cried, 'cause fare had
been mighty bad part of the time they were rambling around and
they were hungry. When they got back maﬁster would say, 'Well you
have come back home have you, and the.Negroes would say, 'Yes |
rarster.t Most all spoke of them as missus and marster as they
1i4 beforé the surrender, and gettinz back home was the greatest
pleasure of all. '

"We stayed‘with marster apd missus and went to their. church,
the Maple Springs Baptist church, until they died.

Since the surrender I married .James Andersqn. I had four
children, one boy and three girls.

"I think slavery was a mighty good thing for mothsr, féther,
me and the other members of the family, and I cannot sgy anything

  but good for my old marster and missus, but I can only speak for

- those whose conditions I have known during slavery and since. For

myself and tpgm;,l will say again, slavery was a mighty good thing.®
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CORNELIA ANDREWS

An interview on May 21, 1937 with Cornelia Andrews of
Smithfield, Johnston County, who is 87 years old.

"De fust marster dat I 'members wuz Mr. Cute
Williams an' he wuz a good marster, but me an' my mammy
an' some of de rest of ‘em wuz sold to Doctor McKay Vaden
who wuz not good ter us.

"Doctor Vaden owned a good-sized plantation, but
he had just eight slaves. We had plank houses, but we
ain't had much food an' clothes. We wored shoes wid wooden
bottom in de winter an' no shc;es in de summer. We ain't
had nmch'fun, nothin' but candy pullin's 'bout onct a year.
We ain't raised no cane but marster buyed one barrel of
tlasses fer candy eber yéar.

¥¥o! know dat dar wuz a big slave market in
Smithfield dem days, dar wuz also a jail, an' a whippin®
post. I ‘'members a man named Rough somethin' or other,
what bought farty er fifty slaves at de time an' carried
tem ter Richmond to re-sell. He had four big black horses
hooked ter a cart, an® behind dis cart he chained de slaves,
an.'ridey,haéi tér walk, or trot all da{ way ter Richmonde De
Hittle ones Mr. Rough would throw up in de cart an' off

.

28
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dey'd go no'th. Dey said dat der wuz one day at Smithfield
dat three hundret slaves wuz sold on de block. Dey said
dat peoples came from fer an' near, eben from New COrleans
ter dem slave sales. Dey said dat wgy ‘*fore I wuqvborned
dey uster strip dem niggers start naked an? gallobl'em

ober de square so dat de buyers could see daf dey warn't
sdai;d nor deformed.

"While I could ‘'member dey'd sell de mammies ‘way
from de babies, an' dere wuzn't no cryin' ‘*bout it whar
de marster would know *bout it nother. Why? Well, dey'd
git beat black an' blue, dat's whye.

Mijuz I eber beat bad? No mam, I wuzn't."

(Here the daughter, a graduate of Cornell University,
who was in the room.liStening came forward. "Open your
shirt, mammy, and let the lady judge for herself.® The o0ld
ladies eyes flashed as she sat bolt upright. She seemed
ashamed, but the daughter took the shirt off, exposing the
back and shoulders which were marked as though branded with
a plaited cowhide whip. There was no doubt of that at all.)

*I wuz whupped public®, she said tonelessly, "“for
breaking dishes an' 'hein' slow. I wuz at Mis' Carrington's

den, an' it wuz jist 'fore de close o' de war. I wuz in

e
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de kitchen washin' dishes an' I draps one. De missus calls
lr. Blount King, a patteroller, an' he puts de whuppin' yo!
sees de marks of on me. My ole missus foun' it out an?' she
comed an' got me."

A friend of the interviewer who was prese;t remarked,
"That must have been horrible to say the least.®

"yo*'doan know nothin," the old Hegro blazed. M"Alex
Heath, a2 slave wuz beat ter death, hyar in Smithfield. He
had stold something, dey tells me, anyhow he wuz sentenced
ter be put ter death, an' de folkses dar in charge 'cided
ter beat him ter death. Dey gib hiﬁ a hundret lashes fer
nine mornints an' on de ninth mornin' he died.

My uncle Daniel Sanders, wuz beat till he wuz cut
inter gashes an' he wuz tu be beat ter death lak Alex wuz,
but one day atter dey had beat him an' throwed him back in
jail wid out a shirt he broke out an' runned away. He went
doun in de riber swamp an' de blow flies blowed de gashes
an' he wuz unconscious when a white man found him an' tuk
him home wid him. He died two or three months atter dat
but he neber could git his body straight ner walk widout
a stick; he Jjist could drage

i Jspeéks dat I doan know who ny pappy wuz, maybe
de stock nigger on de plantation. My pappy an' mammy jist

7
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stepped ober de broom an' course I doan know when. Yot

knows dey ain't let no little runty nigger have no chillunse.

Naw sir, dey ain't, dey operate on dem lak dey does de male
hog so's dat dey canftt havelno little runty chilluns.

"Some of de marsters wuz good an' some of“dem wuz
bad. I wuz zlad ter be free an' I lef!' der minute I finds
out dat I is free. I ain't zot no kick a=comin' not none
at all. Some of de white folkses wuz slaves, ter git ter

de United States an' we niggers ain't no better, I reckons."
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MARY . nINGADY

(Princess Quango Hennadonah Perceriah)
1110 Oakwood Avenue, Haleigh, North Carolinaes

"I was eighteen years o0ld in 1875 but I wanted to get
married so I gave my age as nineteen. I wish I dould re-
call some of the ole days when I was with my missus in
Orange County, playing with my brothers and other slave
children.

"I was owned by lir. Franklin vavis and my madam was
kirs. Bettie Davis. I and my brother used to scratch her
feet and rub them for herj you know how old folks like
to have their feet rubbed. Iy brother and I used to scrap
over who should scratch and ruo her feet. 3She would laugh
and tell us not to do that way that she loved us bothe
Sometimes she let me sleep at her feet at night. She was
plenty good to all of the slaves. Her daughter Sallie
taught me my A B C's in .Jebster's 3lue Back spelling Book.
When I learned to Spell B-a-k-e-r, Baker, I thought that
was somethinge. Thé next word I félt proud to spell was
8-h-a-d-y, shady, the next l-a-d=-y, iady. I would spell
them out loud as I picked up chips in the yard to build a
fire withs My missus Bettie gave me a blue back spelling

books



"y father was named dkeymes liason.and he belonged to
James Mason of Chapel Hill. Mlother and I and my four
brothers belonged to the same man and we also lived in the
town. I never lived on a farm or plantation in my life.

I know nothing about farming. All my people are dead and

I cannot locate any of marster's family if they are livinge
Marster's family consisted of two boys and twe girls- Willie,
Frank, Lucy and Sallie. karster Was a merchant, selling
general merchandise. I remember eating a lot of brown

sugar and candy at his store.

"My mother was a cook. They allowed us a lot of
privileges and it was just one large happy family with
plenty to eat and wear, good sleeping places and nothing
to worry about. They were of the Presbyterian faith and
we slaves attended Sunday school and services at their
churche. There were about twelve slaves on the lot. The
houses for slaves were built just a little ways back from
marster's house on the same lot. The Negro and white
children'played together, and there was little if any
difference made in the treatment given a slave ehild and
a white,chiid. I have religious books they gave me.
Besides the books they taught me, they drilled me in
etiquette of the times and also in courtesy and respect
to my superiors until it became a habit and it was perfectly

natural for me to be polite.




"The first I knew of the Yankees was when I was out
in my marsterfs yard picking up cﬂips and they came along,
took my little brother and put him on a horse's back and
carried him up town. I ran and told my mother abcut ite
They rode brother over the town a while, having fun out of
him, then they brought him backe. ~rother said he had a
good ride and was pleased with the blue jackets as the
Yankeé soldiers were called.

"We had all the silver and valuables hid and the
Yankees did not find them, but they went into marster's
store and took what they wantede They gave my father a
box of hardtack and a lot of meat. Father was a Christian

and he quoted one of the Commandments when they gave him

things they had stolen from others. ‘'Thou shalt not steal',

quoth he; and he said he did not appreciate having stolen
goods given to him.
"T traveled with the white folks in both sections

of the country, north and south, after the war Between the

S

Stapgs. I kept traveling with them and also_contlnued

y educatione They taught me to recite and I made money
by reciting on many of the trips. Since the surrender I
have traveled in the north for various Charitable Negro
Societies and Institutions and people seemgd very much
interested in the recitation I recited called "When Malinda

Sings".



"The first school I attended was after the war closed.
The school was located in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, and
was taught by a Yankee white woman from Philadelphias. We
remained in Chapel Hill only a f»w years aiter the war
ended when we all moved to Raleigh, and I have made it my
home ever since. I got the major part of my education in
Raleigh under Dre Il Tuppef*who taught in the second
Baptist Church, located on Blount Street. liiss liary Lathrop,
a colored teacher from Philzadelphis, was an assistant teacher
in Dr. Tupper's sSchoole I went from there to Shaw
Collegiate Institute, which is now Shaw University.

"1 married saron Stallings of #arrenton, North Carolina
while at shawe He died and I married Rev. Latthews Anngady
of Lionrovia, west coast of Africa, Liberia, Pastor of First
Church. I helped him in his work here, kept studying the
works of different authors, and leg?uring and recitings
liy husband, the Rev. liatthews Annggés? and I gave a lot of
my time to the cause of Charity, andAWhile on a lecture
tour of Liassachusetts in the interest of this feature of
colored welfare for Richmond, Va., the most colorful incident
of my eventful life happened when I met Quango Hennadonah
Perceriah, an Abyssinian Prince, who was traveling and
lecturing on the customs of his country and the habits of

its peoples Cur mutual interests caused our friendship

to ripen fast and when the time of parting came, when each



c¢f us had finished our work in lMassachusetts, he going back
to his home in New York City and I returning to Richmond, he
asked me to correspond with him. I promised to do so and
our friendship after a year's correspondence became love and
he proposed and I accepted him. e were married in Raleigh
by Reve J.J. Worlds, pastor of the First Baptist Chusch,
coloreds
"P.T. Barnum had captured my husband when he was a

boy and brought him to America from Abyssinia, educated him
end then sent him back to his native country. He would not
stay and soon he was in America again. He was of the Catholic
faith in America and they conferred the honor of priesthood
upon him but after he married me this priesthood was taken
cway and he joined the Episcopal Church. After we were
married we decided to go on an extensive lecture toure. He
nad been a headsman in his own country and a prince. We took
the customs of his people and his eXperiences as the subject
of our lecturese I could sing, play the guitar, violin and
piano, but I did not know his native language. He began to
teach me and as scen as I could sing the song How Firm A
Foundation in his language which went this way:

Ngama i-bata,Njami buyek

Wema Wemeta, Negana i

bukek diol, di Njami,

i-diol de Kak

Amnimix, Annimix hanci

Bata ba Satana i-bu butete

Bata ba Npjami i bunanan

Bata be satana ba lazba i wa=-
Bata ba Njami ba laba Munonga



"We traveled and lectured in poth the north and the
south and our life, while we had to work hard, was one of
happiness and contentment. I travéled and lectured as the
Princess Juango nennadonah Perceriah, wife of the Abyssinian

rrince. I of'ten recited the recitation written by the

colored poet, Paul Lawrence Dunber ihen Malisda Sings to
the delight of our audiences.
o’
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The following incidents of african life were related
to me by my husband Juango Hennaconah Perceriah and they
were also given in his lectures on African customs while
touring the United States.

®The religion of the Zakuba tribe of Abyssinia was
almost wholly Pagan as the natives believed fully in witch-
craft, sorcery, myths and superstitions. The witch doctor
held alsolute sway over the memvers of the tribe and when
his reputation as a giver of rain, pountiful crops or
success in the chase was at stake the tribes were called
together and those accused by the witch doctor of being
responsible for these conditions through witchery were
condemed and speedily executede

"The people were called together by the beating of
drums. The witch doctor, dressed in the most hellish garb

imaginable with his body painted and poisonous snake bone

‘necklaces dangling from his neck and the claws of

ferocious beasts, lions, leopards and the teeth of vicious

man=-eating crocodiles finishing up his adornment, sat in



the middle of a court surrounded by the members of the
tribees In his hand he carried a gourd which contained
beads, shot)or small stones. He begen his incantations
by rattling the contents of the gourd, shouting and making
many weird wails and peculiar contortions. After this had
zone on for sometime mantil he was near exhaustion his face
assumed the expression of one in great pain and this was the
beginning of the end for some poor‘ignorant savage. IHe
squirmed and turned in different directions with his eyes
fixed with a set stare as if in expectanﬁy whén suddenly
nis gaze would be fixed on some member of the tribe and his
finger pointéd direcily at hime The victim was at once
seized and bound, the doctor's gaze never leaving him until
this was done. If one victim appee&sed his nervous fervor
the trial was over but if his wrought-up feelings desired
more his screechings continued until a second victim was
secured. He had these men put to death to justify himself
in the eyes of the natives of his tribe for his failing to
bring rain, bountiful cropéjand success to the tribes

"The witech doctor who sat as judge seemed to havg
perfect control over the savages minds and no one guestioned
his decisions. The persons were reconciled to their fate
and were led away to execution while they moaned and bade
their friends goodbye in the doleful savage style. Some=
times they were put on a boat, taken out into the middle

of a river and there cut to pieces with blades of grass,

. Sy
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their limbs being dismembered first and thrown into the
river to the crocodiles. A drink containing an opiate

was generzlly given the victim to deaden the pain but
often this formality was dispensed with. The victims were
often cut to pieces at the place of trial with knives and
their limbs thrown out to the vultures that almost con-
tinuously hover 'round the huts and kraals of‘the savage
tribes of Africa.

"In some instances condemned persons were burned at
the stake. This form of execution is meted out at some of
the religious dances or festivities to some of their pagan
gods to atone and drive away the evil spirits that have
caused pestilences to come upon the people. The victims
at these times are tortured in truly savage fashion, being
burned to death by degrees while the other members of the
tribe dance around and go wild with religious fervor calling
to their gods while the victim screeches with pain in his
slowly epproaching death throes. Young girls, women, boys
and men are often accused of witchcraft. One method they
used of telling whether the victim accused was innocent or
guilty was to give them a liquid poison made from the juice
of several poisonous plantse. If they could drink it and
live they were innocenﬁ, if they died they were guiltye. In
most cases death was almost instantaneous. Some vomited
the poison from their stomachs and lived.

tThe Bakubas sometimes resorted to canndb&lism and



my husband tocld me of a Bakuba girl who ate her own mothers.
(nce a snake bit a man and he at once called the witch
doctore The snake was a poisonous one and the man bitten

was in great pain. The witch doctor whooped and went through
several chants but the man got worse instead of better. The
witch doctor then told the man that his wife made the sneake
bite him by witchery and that she should die for the acte.
The‘natives gathered at once in reéponse to the witch doctor's
call and the woman was executed at once. The man bitten by
the snake finally died but the witch doctor had shifted the
responsibility of his failure to help the man to his wife

who had been beheaded. The witeh doctor had justified hime
self and the incident was closede.

"The tribe ruled by a King has two or more absolute
rules. The Kings word is law and he has the power to condemn
any subject to death at any time without triale If he
becomes angry or offended with any of his wives a nod and a
word to his bodxjguard and the woman is led away to executione.
Any person pf the tribe 'is subject to the King's will with
the exception of the witech doctor. Executions of a diffgr-
ent nature than the ones described above are common OCCUrancese
For general crimes the culprit after being condemned to death
is placed in a chair shaped very much like the electric chairs
used in American prisons in taking the lives of the condemned.

He is then tied firmly to the chair with thongse A pole
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made of a green sapling is firmly implanied in the earth
nearby. A thong is placed around the neck of the victim
under the chin. The sapling is then bent over and the
other end of the thong tied to the end of the sapling pole.
The pole stretches the neck to its full length and holds
the head erecte Drums are sometimes beaten to drown the
cries of those who are to be killed. The executioner who
is called a headsman then walks fbrward approaching the
chair from the rear. When he reaches it he steps to the

side of the victim and with a large sharp)long—bladed knife

/
lopps off the head of the criminal. The bodies of men
executed in this manner are buried in shallow holes dug
about two feet deep to receive their bodiese. ’

"The rank and file of ths savage tribes believe é;:y*-
plicitly in the supernatural powers of the witch doctor
and his decisions are not guestioned. Not even the King
of the tribe rzises a voice against hime The witch doctor
is crafty enough not to condemn any of the King's household
or any one directly prominent in the King's service. ifter
an execution everything is quiet in a few hours and the
incicent seems forgotiten. The African Negroes attitude
towards the whole affair seems to be instinctive and as long
as he escapes he does not show any particular concern in his

fellowman. His is af an animal instinctive naturee

"The males of the African tribes of savages have very

little respect for a woman but they demand a whole lot of



courtesies from their wives, beating the: ummercifully

-when they feel proper respect has not been shown them. The
men hunt game and make war on other trives and the women

do 211 the work. A savage warrior when not engaged in
~hunting or war, sleeps a lot and smokes almost continously
during his waking hours. Girls are bought from their parents
while mere children by the payment of so many cows, goats,etce
The King can take any woman of the tribe whether married or
single he desires to be his wife. The parents of young girls
taken to wife by the King of a tribe feel honored and fall

on their knees and thank the King for taking her.

"The prince of a tribe is born a headsman and as soon
as he is able to wield a knife he is called upon to perform
’the duty of cutting off the heads of criminals who ar& con-
demned to death by the King for general crimes. Those con=-
demned by the witch doctor for witcheraft are executed by

dismemberment or fire as described abovee

My husband was a cannibal headsman and performed this
duty of cutting off persons heads when a boy and af'ter being
civilized in America this feature of his early life bore so
heavily upon his mind that it was instrumental in driving
him insane. By custom a prince was born a headsman and it
was compulsory that he execute criminals. He died in an
insane ward of the New Jersey State Hospitale

EH
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JANE ARRINGTON
84 years old
302 Fowle Street
Raleigh, Ne Ce

®I ort to be able to tell sumpin cause vaus twelve
years old when dey had de surrender right up hefe in Raleigh.
If I live to see dis coming December I will be eighty five
years old. I wus born on the 18th of December 1852.

"I belonged to Jackson May of Nash County. I wus
born on de plantation near Tar River. Jackson liay never
married until I wus of a great big girl. He owned a lot
of slaves; dere were eighty on de plantation before de
surrender. He married Miss Becky Wilder, sister of Sam
Wilder. De Wilders lived on a jining plantation to where
I wus borned.

"Jackson May had so many niggers he let Billy Williams
who had a plantation nearby have part of ‘em. Marster
Jackson he raised my father and bought my mother. My
mother wus named Loulsa May, and my father wus named Louis
May. My mother had six chllluns, four boys and two glrls.
The boys were Rlchard, Farto, Caeser, and Fenner. De girls
Rose and Jane. Jdane, dats me.

"We lived in log houses with stick an' dirt chimleyse.

They called tem the slave houses. We had chicken feather.
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beds to sleep on an' de houses wus zZood warm comfortable
1oz houses. We had plenty of cover an' feather pillows.

"y grandmother on my mother's side told me a lot
of stories 'bout hainitis and how people run from ‘'em. Dey
told me 'bout slaves dat had been killed by dere-marster's
coming back and worryin' 'em. Ole kilssus Penny Williams,
vefore Jackson Mgy bought mothet)treated some of de slaves
mizhty bad. She died an' den come back an' nearly scared
de slaves to death. Grandmother tola all we chillun she
seed her an' knowed her after she been dead an' come back.

"John May a slave wus beat to death by Eill Stone
an' Oliver May. Oliver May wus Junius May's son. Junius
Mgy wus Jackson May's Uncle. John %lay come back an' wurried
both of 'em. Dey could hardly sieep arter aat. Dey said
dey could hear him hollerin' an' groanin'! most all de time.
Dese white men would groan in dere sleep an' tell John to
g0 away. Dey would say, 'Go way John, please go away's. De
other glaves wus afraid of 'em cause de ghost of John wurried
'em so bad.

"T wurked on de farm, cuttin' corn stalks and tendin'
to cattle in slavery time. Sometimes I swept de yards. I

never got any money for my work and we didn't have any patches.

My brothers caught possums, coons and sich things an' we
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cooked 'em in our houses. Ve had no parties but we had
quiltin's. We went to the white folks church, Peach Tree
Church, six miles from de plantation an' Poplar Springs
Church seven miles away. Both were missionary Baptist
Churches. -

"There wefe no overseers on-Jackson May's plantation.
He wouldn't have nary one. Billy Williams didn't have
none. Dey had colored slave foremene.

mAfter wurkin' all day dere wus a task of cotton to.
be picked an' spun by t'em. Dis wus two onces of cottone.
Some of de slaves run away from Bill Williams when llarster
Jackson Mgy let him have 'em to work. Dey run away an',
come home. Aunt Chaney runned away an' mother run awsgy.
Marster Jackson May kept 'em hid cause he say dey wus not
treated right. He wouldn't let 'em have 'em back nc mores

"T never saw a grown slave whupped or in chains and
I never saw a slave scld. Jackson May would not sell a
slave. He didn't think it right. He kept 'em together.
He had eighty head. He would let other white people have

‘em to wurk for ‘em sometimes, but he would not sell none

of ‘'eme
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WIf dey caught a slave wid a book you knowed it
meant a whuppin', but de white chillun teached slaves
secretey sometimes. Ole man Jake Rice a slave who belonged
tc John Rice in Nash County wus teached by ole John Rice's
son till he had a purty good mount of larnin'. .

%We did not have prayer meeting at marster's

plantation or anywhur. Marster would not allow dat.

—

UWhen I wus a child we plgyed de games of three
handed reels, '0ld Gray Goose', 'All Little Gal, All Little
Gal, All Little Gal remember me's. We took hold of hands
an' run round as we sang dis songe

"We sang 'Old Dan Tucker'. Git outen de ﬁay, ole Dan
Tucker, Sixteen Hosses in one stable, one jumped out an'
skined his nable an' so on. |
' "Dr. Mann and Dr. Sid Harris and Dr. Fee Mann and Dr.
Mathias looked arter us when we wus sick. Mother and de
other grown folks raised herbs dat dey give us too. Chillun
took a lot of salts.

BJackson May wus too rich to go to de war. Billy

;Williams didn't go, too rich too, I reckons. I remember

when dey said niggers had to be free. De papers said if
dey could not be freedom by good men dere would be freedom

by blood. Dey fighted an' kept on fightin' a long time.

48
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Den de Yankees comej\ I heard dem beat de drum. Narster
tole us we wus free but mother an' father stayed on with
larster. He promised 'em sumptin, but he give 'em nothin'.
When de crop wus housed dey left;

BFather and mother went to Hench Stallingsrplantation
and stayed there one year. Then they went to Jim Webbs
farm. I don't remember how long they stayed there but round
two years. They moved about an' about among thé white folks
till they died. They never owned any property. They been
dead 'bout thirty years.

"T married Sidney Arrington. He has been dead six
years las' September.

"I am unable to do any kind of work. My arm is mighty
weak .«

T know slavery wus a bad thing. I don't have to
think anything about it. Abraham Lincoln wus the first of
us bein' free. I think he wus a man of God. I think

Roosevelt is all right man. I belongs to the Penticostial

Holliness Church."

AC
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SARAH LCUISE AUGUSTUS
Age 80 years
1424 Lane Street
Raleigh, Worth Carolina

"I wus born on a plantation near Fayetteville, N. C.,
and I belonged to J. Be Smith. His wife wus named Henriettae.
e owned about thirty slaves. ihen a slave wus no good he
wus put on the auction block in Fayetteville and solde.

"lfy father wus named Romeo Harden and my mother wus
named Alice Smith. The little cabin where I wus born is
still standinge.

"There wus seven children in marster's family, four
girls and two boys. The girls wus named Ellen, Ida, lary
and Elizaebeth. The boys wus named Harry; Norman and larse
George. Marse George went to the war. MlMother had a family
of four girls. Their names wus: iiary, Kate, Hannah and
myself, Sarah Louise. I am the only one living and I would
not be living but I have spent most of my life in white folk's
houses and they have looked after me. I respected myself
and they respected me.

"y first days of slavery wus hard. I slept on a
pallet on the floor of the cabin and just as soon as I wus
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able to work any at all I wus put to milking cows.

"I have seen the paterollers huntin’ men and have
seen men they had whipped. Thé slave block stood in the
center of the street, Fayetteville Street, where Ramsey and
glllespie Street came in near Cool Sprinzs Street. The silk
mill stood Just pnelow the slave mafket. I saw the silkworms
that made the silk and saw them zather the cocoons ana spin
the silk. -

"They nunz people in the middle of iamsey 3Street.
They put up'a xallows and hung the men exactly at 12 o'clock.

"I ran away from the plantation once to o with some
white children to see a man hung. )

"The only boats I remember on the Czpe Fear wus the

£y
1

Jovernor worth, The Hurt, The Iser anc The North 3tates
Onh! Lord yes, I rememper the staze coaph.\.As many times
as I run to carry the mail to them when they come byl
They blew a horn before tney zot there and you had to be
on time 'cause they could not wait. There wus a stage each
way each day, one up anc one aown.

"Mr. George Lander had the first Tombstone liarble
vard in Fayetteville on Hay Street on the point of Flat

Iron place. Lander wus from Scotland. They gave me a pot,
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a scarf,y, and his sister gave me some shells. I have all
the things they gave me. iy missus, Henrietta Smith, wus
Mr. Landerts sister. I waited on the Landers part of the
time. They were hard working white folks, honest, God
fearing people. The things they gave me were bréught from
over the sea.

T can remember when there wus no hospital in
Fayetteville. There wus a little’pléce near the depot
where there wus a board shanty where they operated on
people. I stood outside once and saw the doctors teke a
man's leg offe. Dr. McDuffy wus the man who took the leg
off. He lived on Hay Street near the Silk iill.

"When one of the white folks died they sent slaves
around to the homes of their friénds and neighbors with
a large sheet of paper with a piecé of black crepe pinned
to the top of it. The friends would sign or make a cross
mark on it. The funerals were held at the homes and friends
and neighbors stood on the porch and in the house while the
gervices were going Qn; The bodies werd carried to the
grave after the serviceé in a black hearse drawn by black
horses. If they Gid not have black horses to draw the

hearse -they went off and borrowed :-them. The colored people
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washed and shrouded the dead bodies. Ify grandmother wus

one who did this. Her name wus 3Sarah McDonald.  She
beionged to Capt. @eorge licDonald. Shé had fifteen children
and lived to be one hundred and ten,yéars old. She died

in Fayetteville of pneumoniae. She wus in Raleigﬂ nursing
the srigzs family, Lirs. F. H. Briggs'! family. She wus

soing home to Fayetteville when she wus caught in a rain
storm atl sanford, while changing tfains. The train for
Fayetteville had left as the train for Sanford wus late

s0 she stayed wet all night. Next day she went home,

took pneumonia and diéd. She wus great on curing rheumatism;
she did it with aerbs. She grew hops and other herhs and
cured many people of this disease.

"She wus called black mammy because she wet nursed
so many white children. In slavery time she nursed all
babies hatched on her marster's plantation and kept it up
after the war as long as she had children.

"Grandféther wus named Isaac Fuller. Mrs. Mary
Ann Fuller, Kate Fuller, Mr. Will Fuller, who wus a lawyer
in Wall Street; New York, is some of their white folks.
The Fullers were born in Fayettevillé. One of the slaves,

Digk\McAligter, worked, saved a small fortune and left it

-~




to kr. Will Fuller. People thought the slave ought to
have left i£ to his sister but he left it to Mr. Wiil.
lire Fuller gives part of it to the ex-slaves sister each
year. Lr. Will always helped the Negroes out whgn he
could. He wus 200G to Dick and Dick icAlister <ave him
211 his belongings when he died. R
"The Yankees came through Fayetteville wearing

larze blue coats with capes on them. Lots of them were
mounted, and there were thousands of foot soldiers. It
took them several days to get throdgh tovn. The Southern
soldiers retreated and tnen in a few hours the Yankeeg
covéred the town. They busted into the smokehouse at
marsterts, took the meat, mezl and other provisions.
grandmother pled with the Yankees but it did no good.
They took all they wanted. They said if they had to-
come again they would take the babies from the cradles.
They told us we were all free. The Negroes begun visiting
each other in the caﬁins and became so0 exclited they began
to shout énd pray. I thodght they were all &razy.

| "ije ét&yed right on with maréter. He had a town
house and a big house on the plantation. I went to the:

town house to work, but mother and grandmother stayed on
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the plantatione Ly mother died there and the white folks
puried her. Father stgyed rizht on and helped run the
farm until he died. My uncle, Zlic 3mith, and his family
stayed too. Grandfather and grandmother after a few years
left the plantation and went to live on a little place
whicn irs. Mary Ann Fuller zave them. Grandmother and
srandfather died there.

"I wus thirty years olc when I married. I wus
married in my missus' graduating dress. I wus married
in the white folks' cnurch, to James Henry Harris. The
white folks carried me there and zave me away. IMiss ilary
omite zave me away. The wedding wus attended moétly by
white folks.

"Ly husband wus a fireman on the Cape Fear iver
boats and a white man's Negro too. Wwe nad two children,
both died while little. Ky husband and I spent much of
our time with the white folks and when he wus on his runs
I slept in their homes. Cften the children of the white
families slept with me, We both tried to live up to the
standards of decency and honesty and to be worthy of the
confidence placed in us by our white folkse |

"My husband wus finally offered a job with a shipping

concern in Deleware and we moved there. He wus fireman on




the freighter Wilmington. He worked there three years,
when he wus drowned. After his death I married David
Augustus and immediately came back to North Carolina and
my white folks, and we have been here ever since.” I am
& member of several Negrd-Lodges and am on the Committee
for the North Carolina Colored State Fair.

| '“There are only a few of the old white folks who
have always been good to me living now, but I am still
working with their offspring, amonz whom I have some
mighty dear friends. I wus about eight years old when
Sherman's Army came through. Guess I am about eighiy

years of age now."
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CHARITY AUSTIN
507 South Bloodworth Street, Raleigh, N.C.

" I wus borned in the year 1852, July 27. I wus
oorn in Granville County, sold to a slave speculator at
ten years 0ld and carriea to Southwest, Georgia. "I belonged
to Samuel Howard. His daughter took me to Kinston, korth
carolina and I stayed there until I wus solde 3he married a
men named B8ill Brown, and her neme wus Julia Howard sSrown.
iy father wus nemed Paul -oward and my motiher wus naned
Chollie Howerd. Iy old missus wus named Polly Loward.

"John Richard Keine from Denville, Virginia bought me
and sent me to a plantation in Georgia. e only had a white
overseer there, He and his wife and children lived on the
plantation. e had slave guarters there. slaves were
bought up and sent there in chains. 'éome'were chained to
each other by the leSS, some by the arms. They called the.
leg chains shackles. I have lived a hard.lifeQ I have
seen mothers sold away froﬁ‘their babies and other childrén,
and they cryln’ when she 1eft' I have seen. hasbands sold
from thelr W1ves and W1ves sold from thelr husoands.

QAbraham Llncoln came through once, but none of us

knew who he wus. He wus Just the raggedest man you ever saWe

-----
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The white children and me saw him out at the railrocad. Ve
were settin' and waitin' %o see Him. He said he wus huntin'
his peoples énd dat he had lost all he had. Dey give him
somethin' to eat and fobacco to chew,.nd he wenﬁ on. soon
we heard he wus in de White House then we knew who it wus
come through. We knowed den it wus abraham Lincoln.

"We children stole eggs and sold 'em aurin' slavéry.
some of de white men bought tems They were Irishmen =znd
they would not tell on use. Their names were hulligan, Flanagan
snd Dugane. They wore good chothes and were fuﬁny mense.
fhey called guns fluteses’

30ss tole us aAbrsham Lincoln wus dead and we were
still slaves. Our boss man bought black clotﬁ end made us
wear it for mourning for Abraham Lincoln and tole us that
there would not be freedom. e stayed there another year
after freedom. A lot o' de niggers knbwed nothin' 'cept what
missus end marster tole us. What aey said wus Jjust de same
as de Bawd had spoken to uss

"Just after de surrender 2 nigger woman who wus bad,

wus choppin' ecotton at out plantetion in Georgie. dJohn

Woodfor. wus de main overseer and his son-ip-law wus a over=
seer. Dey had a colored man who dey called a nigger driver.
De nigger driver tole de overseer de woman wus bad. De over=-

seer came to her, snatched de hoe from her and hit her. The




plow killed her. He wus reported to de Freedman's Bureaus
Dey came, whuppéd de overseer and put him in jail. Deyl
decided not to kill him, but made him furnish de children
of de dead Qoman so much to live on. Dere wus a hundred.or
more niggers in de field when this murder happened.

“Welfiﬁally found out we were free and left. Dey
let me stay with Miss Julia Brgwn. I'wus hired;to her.
3he lived in Dooley Cbunty,'Georgie. T next worked with
Lrs, Dunbar after after staying with Mrs. Brown four years.
‘er name wus Mrs.kinnie Dunbar end she moved'to Columbia,
Souta Carolina takin' me with her.. I sfaygd with her about
four years. This wus the end of my.mgiden life. I merried .
Isaac Austin of Richmond County, Georg;e{ He wus a nativeibf
<arrenton County and he brought me from his hdme in Richmond
County, Georgie to Warrenton and then from .arrenton to
Raleighe I had two bfofhérs_and thirteen sisters. I did
general house WOrk; end helped raise children during slavery,
and right'after de war. Then you had to depend on yourself ‘
to do for children. Y#u had to doctor and care for them your-
self. You Just had to depend on yourself.

“Dey ‘had 320 acres o' cleared flelds in ueorW1e and ‘

‘then dé rice’ fields, I Just ‘don't know how many"acres. wa;'

:have seen jails for slaves. Dey'had a basement for a gall

S e

‘in Georgie and a guard at ée holes in it..
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"No, Kol you better not be caught tryin' to do somethin'v
wid a books Dey would teach.you wid a stick or switdh. De ..
slaves had secret prayer meetin's wid pots turned down to
kill de soun' o' de singin'. We sang & song, 'I am glad
salvetion's free.' Once dey heard us, nex' mornin' dey
took us and tore our backs to pieces. Dey would say, 'Are
you free? Wnat were you singin' sbout freedom?? rWhile
de niggers were bein' whupped they said, 'Pray; marster, praye.’
"The doctor came to see us sometimes when ﬁe were
sick, put not after. People just had to do their own doctor-
in' + Sometimes a men would take‘his patient, end sit by de road
wheré de doctor travelled, and when he come along he would
see hime. De doctor rode in a sully drzwn by'a horse. He had
a routey .one @%é@gg to two territories.
"jhen de white folks were preparing to go to‘de waxr
they had big dinners and speakin'.- Dey tole what dey were
goin' ‘to do to Shermen and Grant. A& lot of such men as Grant
and Sherman and'Lincpln came through de South ih rags and were
at some o' dese meetings, an' et de dinners. When de white
folks foun' it out , dere wus some sick folks. Sometimes we
got two days Christmas and two days July. When de nigger wus
freed dey didn't kﬁcw where to go and what to"do. It wus hard,
‘but it has been'hard since. From what de white folks, marster and
miséus tole us we thought Lincoln wuékterrible‘ By what mother

and father ‘tole me I thought le wus all right. I think

Boosevelt wie put in by God to do the right things®
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SLOUNT ZAKER

-

, An. interview with Blount Baker, 106 Spruce Street, Wilson,
liorth Carolina.
"Yes'um, I 'longed ter Marse Henry Allen of Wilson
County an' we always raise tggggcker. Marse Henry wus good
ter us so we had a heap of prayer meetin's an' corn shuckin's

/
an' such. ;

"I *members de bigz meetin's dat we'd have in de summer time
an' dat good singin' we'd have Whén we'd be singin' de sinners
through. We'd stay pretty nigh all night to make a sinner come
through, an' maybe de week atter de meetin' he'd steal one of
his marster®s hoge. Yestum, I'se had a bad time.

"You know, missy, dar ain't no uze puttin' faith in nobody,
iey'd fool you ever time anyhow. I know once a patteroller
tol! me dat iffen I'd give him a belt I found dat he'd let me
g0 by ter see my gal dat night, but when he kotch me dat night
he whupped me. I tol! Marse Henry on him too so Marse Henry
takes de belt away from him an' gives me a possum fer hit.

Dat possum shore wus good too, baked in de. ashes like I done it.

"I ain®t never hear Marse Henry cuss but once an' dat wus
de time dat some gentlemens come ter de house an' sez dat dar
am a war ‘twixt de north éﬁ"de south. He éez den, 'Let de
--damn- yaller beliiédAYankees come on ég' wetll give 'em hell

_ an® gen' dem a-hoppin® back ter de north in a hurry.'
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"Je ain't seed no Yankees fcept a few huntin' Rebs. Dey
talk mean ter us an' one of dem séys dat we niggers am de
cause of de war. 'Sir,' I sez, 'folks what am a wantin' a war
can always find a cause'. He kicks me in de seat of de pants
fer dat, so I hushes.

"I stayed wid karse Henry till he died den I moved ter
Wilson. I has worked everwhere, terbacker warehouses an'
ever'thing. I'se gittin' of my ole age pension right away an'
den de county won't have ter support me no mof, dat is if dey

have been supportin' me on three dollars a month."
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LIZZIE BAKER
424 Smith Street

"I was born de las' year o' de surrender an'course I
aon't remember seein' any Yankee soldiers, but I knows
a plenty my mother and father tole me. I have neuritus,
an' have been unable to work any fer a year and fer seven
years I couldn't do much.

"My mother wus named Teeny McIntire and my father
William McIntire. Mammy beldénged to Bryant Newkirk in -
Duplin Cdunty. Pap belonged to someone else, I don't
know who. |

"Dey saidAdey worked from light till dark, and pap
said dey beat him so bad he run away a lot o' times. Dey
said d? paterollers come to whare dey;wus havih’ prayer
meetin® and beat ‘em.

“Mémmy said sometimes dey were fed well and others
dey :Ymost starved. Dey got biscuit once a week on Sun-~
| day. Dey said dey went to de white folks's church. Dey
said de preachers tole 'em dey had to obey dere missus

and marster. My mammy said she didn®t go to no dances

‘cause she wus crippled. Some o* de help, a colored woman,

stole something when she wus hongry. She put it off on

mother and missus made mother wear trousers for a year to
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nunish her.

"Manmy said dey gzave de slaves on.dé plantation
¢ne day Christmas and dat New Years wus whend ey
sold 'em an' hired 'em out. ALl de slaves wus sc@red
'cause dey didn't know who would have to go off to be
sold or to work in a strange place. Pap tole me 'bout
livin' in de woods and ‘'bout dey ketchin' him. T member
his owner's name den, it wus Stanley. He run away so
bad dey sold him several timss. Pap said ons time dey
caught him and nearly bzat him to death, and Jjest as
soon as he wot well and got a good chance he ran away
again.

"Mammy said whende Yankees come through she wus
'fraid of 'em. De Yankeés tole her not to be 'fraid of
'em. Dey say to her, 'Do dey treat &ou rizht¥, Mammy
said 'Yes sir', 'cause oie missus wus standin' dere, an!
she wus 'fraid not to say yes. Atter de war, de fust
year atter de surrender dey moved to James Alderman's
placéd in Duplin County and stgyed dere till I wus a
grown gal.

"Den we moved to Goldsboro. Father wus a carpenter
and he got a lot of dat work. Dat's what he done in
Goldsboro. We come from Goldsboro to Raleigh and we have
lived here every since. We moved here about de year o!
de shake and my mother died right here in Raleigh de year
o' de shake. Some of de thin:s mother tole me 'bout

slavery has gone right out of my min'. Jes comes and

goes.
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"I remember pap tellin' me ‘bout stretchin® vines
acrost roads and paths to knock de patterollers off deir
horses when dey were tryin' to kétch slaves. Pap and
nammy tole me marster and missus did not 'low any of de
slaves to have a book in deir house. Dat if dey caught a
slave wid a book in deir house dey whupped 'em. Dey
were keerful not to let 'em learn readin' and writin'.

"Dey sold my sister Lucy and my.brother Fred in
slavery tine, an' I have never seen ‘em in my li.e.
[.other would cry when she was tellin' me 'bout it. She
never seen ‘em anymore. I jes! couldn't bear to hear
her tell it widout cryin'. Dey were carried to Rich-
mond, an' sold by o0ld marster when dey were chillun.

"We tried to gzet éome news of brother and sister.
lother kept 'guiring 'bout 'em as long as she lived and
I have hoped dat I could hear from ‘em. Dey are dead
long ago I recons, and I guess dare aint no use ever
expectin' to see ‘em. Slavery wus bad and Bir. Lincoln
did a good thing when he freed de niggers. I caint ex-
press my love for Roosevelt. He has saved so ﬁany lives.
I think he has saved mine. I want to see him face to

face. I purely love him and Ifeel I could do better to

see him and tell him so face to face.

LE
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VINEY BAKER
Ex=-Slave Story

An interview with Viney Baker 78 of S. Harrington Street,
Raleighe
R -

"My mammy wuz Hannah Murry an' so fur as I know I
ain't got no father, do' I reckon dat he wuz de plantation
stock nigger. I wuz borned in Virginia as yo' mought say
ter my marster Mr. S. L. Allen.

"We moved when I wuz little ter Durham County whar
we fared bad. We ain't had nothin' much ter eat an! ter
w'ar. He had a hundert slaves an' I reckon five hundert
acres o! lan'. He made us wuck hard, de little ones
includede.

"One night I lay down on de straw mattress wid
my mamnmy, an' de nex' mo'nin'® I woked up an' she wuz gone.
When I axed *bout her I fin's dat a speculator comed dar
de night before an' wanted ter buy a ‘'oman. Dey had come
an' got my mammy widout wakin' me up. I has always been
glad somehow dat I wuz asleep.

"Dey uster tie me ter a tree an' beat me till de

blood run down my back, I doan 'member fothin' dat I done,
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I jist 'members de whuppin's. Some of de rest wuz beat
wuser dan I wuz too, an' I uster scream dat I wuz sho!
dyinte

"Yess'um I seed de Yankees go by, but dey ain't
bodder us none, case dey knows dat ‘hind eber! bﬁsh Jist
sbout a Confederate soldier pints a gun.

! "T warn't glad at de surrender, case I doan
understand hit, an' de Allen's keeps me right on, an!
whups me wuser den dan eber.

T reckon I wuz twelve years old when my mammy
come ter de house an' axes Ifis' Allen ter let me go spen'
de week en' wid her. Mis' Allen can't say no, case Mammy
mought go ter de carpet baggers so she lets me go fer de
week=-en'. Mammy laughs Sunday when I says somethin' 'bout
goin' back. Naw, I stayed on wid my mammy, an' I ain't

seed Mis? Allen no mot.%”

AC
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: EX=3LAVE STORY

An interview on iay 20,1937 with Charlie Barbour, 86 of
-inithfield, N.C. Johnston County.

ny belonged ter Lir. Bob Lumsford hyar in smithfield
from de time of my birth. Ly mammy.wuz named Candice an!
ny pappy's name wuz Sethe Ly brothers wuz Rufus, william
an' George, an' my sisters wuz lkary an' Laura.

P

"I 'minds me of de days when as a young?n' I played
marbles an' hide an' seek. Dar wuzn't meny games den, case
nobody ain't had no time fer 'em. De grown folkses had
dences an' sometimes co'n shuckin's, an' de little niggers
p:=tted dere feets at de dances an' dey he'p ter shuck de
co'ne At Christmas we had a big dinnsr, an' from den through
new Year's Day we feast, an' we dance, an' we sing. Ue fust
cne what said Christmas gift ter anybody else got a gif!, so
of cou'se we all try ter ketch de marster.

"On de night 'fore de first day of Jinuary we had a
dance what lasts all nighte At nidnight when de New Year .
comes in marster makes a speech an' we is happy dat he
thanks us fer our year's wuck an' says dat wewis good, smart
slavess

"Marster wucked his niggers from daylight till dark, an!

\




his thirteen grown slaves had ter ten' 'bout three hundred
acres o! land. Course dey mostly planted co'n, peas ant
vee'ebles.

"I can 'member, do' I wuz small, dat de slaves wuz
whupped fer disobeyin' an' I can think of seberal dat I
zote I wuz doin' housewuck at de time an' one of de sil=
ver knives got misplaced. Uey ' cused me of misplacin' it
on purpose, so I got de wust beatih' dat I eber had. I wuz
veat den till de hide wuz busted hyar an'.dar.

“Je little ones had some time ter go swinmin' an' we e
didy we also fished, an' at night we hunted de possum an'
de coon sometimes. (le Uncle Jeems had some houn's what
viould run possums or coons an' he uster take we boys 'long
wid him.

"I 'members onct de houn's struck a trail an' dey
tree de coon.»Uncle Jeems sen's Joe, who wuz biggeér den I
wuz, up de tree ter ketch de coon an' he warns him dat coons
am fightin' fellers. Joe doan pay much mind he am so happy
ter git der chancd ter ketch de coon, but when he ketched dat
coon he couldn't turn loose, an' from de way he holler yo!
would s'pose dat he ain't neber wanted ter ketch a coon.
#When Joe Barbour wuz buried hyar las' winter dem coon marks
wuz still strong on his armsfén‘ han's an' dar wuz de long
scar on his face. |

"I ‘members onct a Yankee 'oman from New York looks at

"him»an! nigh 'bout faints. 'I reckon', says she,'dat dat
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an what de cruel slave owner or driver done ter him®.

"Yes mam, I knows when de Yankees comed ter Smithfield.
vey comed wid de beatin' of drums an' de wavin' of flags.
ey éays dat our governor wuz hyar mekin' a speech but he
ilewed 'fore dey got hyar. Anyhow, we linbed off from de
w=in path of march, an' so we zin't been trouble so much
'cept by 'scootin' parties, as my ole missus call 'em.

" Dey am de darndest yo'! eber seed, dey won't eat no
hog meat 'cept hams an' shoulders an' dey goes ter de smoke
house an' gits 'em 'thout no permission. Dey has what dey
calls remmin' rods ter dere guns an' dey knock de chickens,
in de haid wid dat. I hyard dem say‘ dat dar warn't no use
wastin' powder on dem chickens. - |

"Dey went ober de neighborhood stealin' an' killin'

stocks I hyard 'bout 'em ketchin' a pig, cuttin' off his

hams an' leave him dar alive. De foun' all de things we

done hid, not dat I thinks dat dey am witches, but dat dey

[ has a money rod, an' 'cides dat some of de slaves tol'! 'em
(\fnar marster had hid de things.

.. "Yes 'um, I reckon I wuz glad ter git free, case I
knows den dat I won't wake up some mornin' ter fin' dat my
mammy or some ob de rest of my family am done sold. I left
de day I hyard 'bout de surrender an' I fared right good

too, do' I knows dem what ain't farin' so well.
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"T ain't neber learn ter read an' write an' I knows
nov dat I neber will. I can't eben write a letter ter
haeleigh 'bout my ole man's pension.
“] 'members de days when mammy wored & blue hankerchief
'round her haid an' cooked in de great house. She'd some=
tlimes sneak me & cookie or a cobbler an' fruits. ohe had
her own little gyardin an' a few chickens an' we ﬁ‘oud ov
been heppy 'cept dat we wuz skeered o' bein' sold.
“1'se glad dat slavery am ober, case now de nigger has

zot & chanct ter live an' larn wid de whites. Uey won't neber
pe 28 good as de whites but dey cen larn ter live an' enjoy
ife moree.

"Speakin' 'bout de Ku Klux dey ain't do notnin' but
scare me back in '69, but iff%n we had some now I thinks dat

some of dese young niggers what nas forgot what dey mammies

tol!' 'em would do bettere™

Li/aH
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MARY BARBOUR

Ex-Slave Story

An interview with Mary Barbour 81 of 801 S. Bloodworth
Street, Raleigh, N. C.

-

"I reckon dat I wuz borned in MicDowell County, case
dat's whar my mammy, Edith, lived. She 'longed ter lir,
Jefferson Mitchel dar, an' my pappy 'longed ter er Mr.
Jordan in Avery County, so he said.

"!Fore de war, I doan know nothin' much ‘cept dat we
lived on a big plantation an' dat my mammy wucked hard,
but wuz treated pretty good. |

"We had our little log cabin off ter one side, an'
my mammy had sixteen chilluns. Fas' as dey got three years
0ld de marster sol' 'em till we las' four dat she had wid
her durin' de war. I wuz de oldes' o' dese four; den dar
vuz Henry an' den de twins, Liza an' Charlie.

"One of de fust things dat I *members wuz my pappy
wakin® me up in de middle o' de night, dressin' me in de
dark, all de time tellin' me ter keep quiet. One o' de
twins hollered some an' pappy put his hand ober its mouth

ter keep it quiet.

79



"Atter we wuz dressed he went outside an' peeped roun'
fer a minute den he comed back an' got us. We snook out o!
de house an' long de woods path, pappy totin' one of de
twins an' holdin' me by de han' an' mammy carryin® de
udder two.

"I reckons dat I will always ‘'member dat walk, wid
de bushes slappin' my laigs, de win' sighin' in de trees,
an' de hoot owls an' whippoorwhils hollerin' at each other
frum de big trees. I wuz half asleep an' skeered stiff,
but in a little while we pass de plum' thicket an' dar am
de mules an' wagin.

“"Dar am er quilt in de bottom o' de wagin, an' on
dis dey lays we youngins. An' pappy an' mammy gits on de
board cross de front an' drives off down de road.

"I wuz sleepy but I wuz skeered too, so as we rides
'long I listens ter panpy an' mammy talk. Pappy wuz tellin'!
mammy ‘bout de Yankees comin' ter dere plantation, burnin!
de co'n cribs, de smokehouses an' 'stroyin' eber'thing. He
says right low dat dey done took marster Jordan ter de Rip
Raps down nigh Norfolk, an' dat he stol' de mules an' wagin
an' ‘*scaped.

"We wuz skeerd of de Yankees ter start wid, but de more

we thinks *bout us runnin® way frum our marsters de skeerder



we gits o' de Rebs. Anyhow pappy says dat we 'is goin ' ter
jine de Yankees.

"We trabels all night an' hid in de woods all day fer
a long time, but atter awhile we gits ter Doctor Billard's
place, in Chowan County. I reckons dat we stays dar seberal
days. «

"De Yankees has tooked dis place so we stops ober, an'
has a heap o' fun dancin' an' sich while we am dar. De
Yankees tells pappy ter head fer New Bern an' dat he will
be took keer of dar, so ter New Bern we goes.

"When we gits ter New Bern de Yankees takes de mules
an' wagin, dey tells pappy something, an' he puts us on a
long white boat némed Ocean Waves an' ter Roanoke we goes.

"Later I larns dat most o' de reffes’ is put in James
City, nigh BHew Bern, but dar am a pretty good crowd on
‘Roanoke. Dgr wuz also a ole Indian Witch ‘oman dat I 'mem~
bers.

"Atter a few days dar de Ocean Waves comeg back an!
takes all ober ter New Bern. My pappy wuz a shoemaker, so
he makes Yankee boots, an' we gits 'long pretty good.

T wuz raised in New Bern an' I lived dar till forty
years ago when me an' my husban' moved ter Raleigh an' do!
he's been daid a long time I has lived hyar ober since an'

‘eben if*en I is eighty-one years old I can still outwuck
my daughter an' de rest of dese young niggers.”

refugees
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PLANTATION TIMES

An Interview on May 18, 1237 with Alice Baugh &4, who re-
members hearing her mOuher tell of slavery days.

"My mammy Ferbie, an' her brother Darson belonged ter
lir. David Hinnant in fdgecombe County till young Marster
vharlie got married. Den dey wuz dravwed an' sent wid him
doan hyar ter Wendell. De ole Hinnant home am still.
standin' dar ter dis day.

"Marster Charlie an' Missus Mary wuz good ter de
hundred slaves what belonged ter 'em. Dey gib 'em good
houses, good feed, oood clothes an' plenty uv fun. Dey
had dere co'n shuckln s, dere barn dances, prayer meetin's
an' sich like all de year; an' from Christmas till de
second day o' January dey had a holiday wid roast oxes,
pigs, turkey an' all de rest o' de fixin's. From Saturday
till Monday de slaves wuz off an' dey had dere Sunday
clothes, which wuz nice. De marster zalways gib 'em a
paper so's de patterollers won't git 'em.

“Dey went up de riber tQ other plantations ter dances
an' all dem ihings, an' dey quvawful fond uv gingin' songs.
Dat's whut dey done atter dey comes ter dere cabins at de
end o' de day. De grown folksés sings an' somebody picki

de banjo. De favorite song wuz 'Swing Low Sweet Chariot!
an' !Play on yo! Harp Little David‘. De chilluns ustér
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play Hide an' Seek, an' Leap Frog, an' ever'body wuz happy.

"Dey had time off ter hunt an' fish an' dey had dere
own chickens, pigs, watermillons an' gyardens. De fruits
from de big orchard an' de honey from de hives wuz et at
nome, ant' de slave et as good as his marster et. (ﬂDey had

whole heap ¢? bee hives an' my memmy said dat she had
ter tell dem bees when Liig' Mary died. She said how she
wuz cryin' so hard dat she can't hardly tell 'em, an' dat
jJey hum lak dey am mo'nin' too./;

"Ly maminy marry my pappy dar an' she sez dat de
nreacher from de lkiethodis' Church marry ‘em, dat she w'ar
kiss Mary's weddin' dress, all uv white lace, an' dat my
pappy w'ar Mr. Charlie's weddin' suit wid a flower in de
button hole. Déy gived a big dance atter de sup?er dey
had,»an' Marster Charlie dance 'de fitst set wid my memmy.

"I jist thought of a tale what I hyard my mammy tell
'bout de Issue Frees of Edgecombe County when she wuz a

| little gal. She said dat de Issue Frees wuz mixed wid de

it

white folks, an' uv cou'se dat make 'em free. bometimes
dey stay on de plantation, but a whole heap uv dem, long
wid nlggers who had done runned away from dere marster,
f‘dugged caves in de Wooas, an' dar dey llved an® raised
dere famblies dar. Dey ain *t wored much clothes ant
what dey got to eat an® to wtar deysw10ed from de white

7¥ folkses.‘ Mammy said dat she uster go ter de spring fer




water, ant dem ole Tssue Prees up in de woods would yell
’ at her, 'Doan yo"muddy dat spring, little gal'. Dat
scared her moughty bad.' |

"Dem fssue Frees till dis day shows both bloods. De
white folkses won't have 'em an' de niggers doan want 'em
but will have ter have ‘em anyhow. )

"My uncle wuz raised in a cave an' lived on étold
stuff an' berries. My cousin runned away 'cause his
marster wuz mean ter him, but dey put de blcod hounds on
his trail, ketched him. Atter he got well from de beatin'
dey gip him, dey sold him.

“I’ée hyard ole lady Prissie Jones who died at de
age of 103 1as'-win£er tell 'bout marsters dat when dere
slaves runned away dey'd set de bloodhounds on dere trail
an' when dey ketched 'em dey'd cut dere haids off wid de
swords. |

®0le lady Prissie tole fbout slaves what ain't had
nothin® ter eat an' no clothes 'cept a littlé strip uv
homespun, but my mammy who diedfour months ago at de age
106 éaidfdat ghe ain't knowed nothin' 'bout such doin's.

"¥hen de Yankees come, dey come a burnin® an' a-
| 'steaiin‘*éh*-mérster Charlie carried his val’ables ter
uf‘mammy‘s cabinSbut dey found 'em“ Dey had a money rod an!
dey*d find all de stuff no matter whar it wuz.
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lamry said dat all de slaves cggéd‘when de Yankees come,
an' dat most uv fem stayed on a long time atter de war.
iy mammy plowed an' done such work all de time uv slavery
put she done it case shie wznted 1o do it an' not ‘cause
Zey make her.

MA11 de slaves hate de Yankees an' when de southern

2]
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o coved by late in de night all de niciers zot

n

o

out of de bed an' holdin® torches high dey march behin!

ie soldiers, all of dém‘singin*j‘fﬁé‘ll.ﬁang Abe Lincoln
cn de Sour A-Tle Tree: iYés mam, dey wuz sorry dat dey
WUZ free)an' dey ain't got noﬁréason tu e glad, case dey
vuz happier den dan now.

"I'se hyard mammy tell !bbﬁ£<hd% de niggers would
sine as dey vicked de cotton, butiyo‘_ain‘t hyard none
uwv dat now. Den dey ain't had to worry 'bout nothind;
row dey has ter study so much dat dey ain't happy nuffl
ter sing no mo'%

"Does yo ! know de cause of de war?" Aunt Alice want
10 a cupooard and retunned holding out a book. "Well
hyar's de cause, dis Uncie Tom's Cabin wuz de cause

of it alljan' its' de biggest lie what ever Deen gived

ter de public.®
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WHEN THE YANKERS CAME
"An Interview with John Beckwith 83, of Cary.

"I reckon dat I wuz 'bout nine years old;at de
surrender, but we warn't happy an' we stayed on dar till
ny parents died. Uy pappy wuz named Green an' my mammy
wuz named Molly, an' we belonzed ter Mr. Joe Edwards, Mr.
Marion Gully an' Mr. Hilliard Beckwith, as de missus married
all of 'em. Dar wuz twenty-one other slaves, an' we got
beat ever! onct in a while.

"When dey told us dat de Yankees wuz comin'! we wuz
also told dat i#ffen we didn't behave dat we'd be shot; ant
we believed it. ‘e would'uv behaved anyhow, case we had
good plank houses, good food, an' shoes. We had Saturday
an' Sunday off an' we wuz happy.

"De missus, she raised de nizger babiss so's de
mammies could wuck. I 'members de times when she rock me
ter sleep an' put me ter bed in her own bed. I wuz happy
den as I thinks back of it, until dem Yankees come.

"Dey come on a Chuesday; an' dey started by
burnint' de cotton house an' killin' most of de chickens an!

pigs. Way atter awhile dey fin's de cellar an' dey drinks
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brandy till dey gits woobly in de legse. Atter dat dey
comes up on de front porch an' calls my missus. When she
comes ter de do' dey tells her dat dey am goin' in de house
ter look things over. My missus dejicts, case ole marster
am away at de war but dat doan do no good. Dey cusses her
scantlous an' dey dares her ter speak. Dey robs de house,
takin' dere knives an' splittin' mattresses, pillows an!
ever' thing open lookin' fer valerables an' ole missus
dasen't open her mouth.

Dey camped dar in de grove fer two days, de
officers takin' de house an' missus leavin' home an' zoin'
ter de neighbor's house. Dey make me stay dar in de house
wid 'em ter tote dere brandy frum de cellar,zn' ter mage
'em some mint jelup. Well, on de secon' night dar come de
wust storm I'se eber seed. Ue lightnin' flash, de thrunder
roll, an' de house shook an' rattle lak a earthquake had
struck ite.

¥Dem Yankees warn't supposed ter be superstitious,
but lemmie tell yo', dey wuz some skeered dat night; an'
I hyard a Captain say dat de witches wuz abroad. Atter
awhile lightnint' struck de Catawba tree dar at de side of
de house an' de soldiers camped round about dat way marched

off ter de barns, slave cabins an' other places whar dey



wuz safter dan at dat place. De next mornin' dem Yankees
moved frum dar an' dey ain't come back fer nothint.

UyWe wuzn't happy at de surrender an' we cussed
cle Abraham Lincoln all cv2r de place. We wuz told de
disadvantazes of not havin' no edercation, but shucks,
we doan need no book larnin' wid ole marster ter look
atter use.

Uiy mamny an' pappy stayed on dar de rest of dere
lives,an' I stayed till I wuz sixteen. De Ku Klux Klan
got atter me den 'bout fizhtin' wid a white boy. Dat
nizht I slipped in de woods an' de nex' Gay I went ter
Raleighe. I 7ot a job dar an' eber! since den I'se wucked
fer myself, but now I can't wuck an' I wish cdat yo'! would
apply fer my ole aged pension fer me.

"T went back ter cde ole plantation long as my
pappy, memmy, an' de marster an' missus lived. Sometimes,
when I gits de chanct I goes back now. Course now de
slave cabins am gone, ever'! body am dead, an' dar ain't
nothin' familiar 'cept de bent Catawba treej; but it 'minds

me of de happy days.®

AC
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JCHN C. BECTOM

"My name is John C. Bectom. I was born Oct. 7,
1862, near Fgyetteville, Cumberland County, North Carolina.
My father's name was Simon Bectom. He was 86 yeérs of age
when he died. He died in 1910 at Fayetteville, N. C. My
mother's name was Harriet Bectom. She died in 1907, May
23, when she was seventy years old. My brother's were
named Ed, Kato and Willie. I was third of the boys. My
sisters were Lucy, Anne and Alice. My father first belonged
to Robert Wooten of Craven County, N. C. Then he was sold
by the Wootens to the Bectoms of Wayne County, near Goldsboro,
the county seat. My mother first belonged to the McNeills
of Cumberland County. Miss Mary McNeill married a McFadden,
and her parents gave my mother to Mis'! Mary. Mis'! Mary's
daughter in time married BEzekial King and my mother was then
given to her by Mis' Mary McFadden, her mother. Mig! Lizzie
McFadden became a King. My grandmother was named Lucy
Murphy. ©She belonged to the Murpheys. All the slaves were
given off to the children of the family as they married.

My father and mother told me stories of how they
were treated at different places. When my grandmother was

with the Murpheys they would make her get up, and begin
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burning logs in new grounds before daybreak. They also

made her plow, the same as any of the men on the plantation.
They plowed till dusk-dark before they left the fields to
come to the house. They were not allowed to attend any
dances or parties unless they slipped off unknowin's.

They had candy pullings sometimes too. While they would

be there the patterollers would visit them. Sometimes the
patterollers whipped all they caught at this place, all
they set their hands on, unless they had a passe.

#They fed us mighty good. The food was well
cookede They gave the slaves an acre of ground to plant
and they could sell the crop and have the money. The work
on this acre was done on moonshiny nights and holidays.
Sometimes slaves would steal the marster's chickens or a
hog agd slip off to another plantation and have it cooked.
We had plenty of clothes, and one pair o! shoes a year.
You had to take care of them because you only got one pair
ayear. They were given at Christmas every year. The
clothes were made on the plantation.

®There were corn mills on the plantation, anﬁ.rice
mills, and threshing machines. The plantation had about

300 acres in farm land. The enclosure was three milese.



3. © 94

My marster lived in a fine house. It took a year to build
ite There were about 16 rooms in it. We slaves called it
the great hcuse. Some of the slaves ran away and finally
reached Ohio. There was no jail on the plantation. Sdme-
times the overseer would whip use. :

"The Kings had no overseers. King beat his slaves
with a sticke. I remember seeing him do this as well as I
can see that house over there. He became blind. An owl
scratched him in the face when he was trying to catch him,
and his face got into sich a fix he went to Philadelphia
for treatment, but they could not cure him. He finally
went blind. I have seen him beat his slaves after he was
blinde I remember it well. He beat 'em with a stick. He
was the mbst sensitive man you ever seed. He ran a store.
After he was blind you could han' him a piece of money and
he could tell you what it wase.

“There were no churches on the plantation but
prayer meeting® were held in the quarters. Slaves were
not allowed to go to the white folk's church unless they
were coach drivers, etc. No sir, not in that communitye.
They taught the slaves the Bible. The children of the
marster would go to private school. We small Negro children
looked after the babies in the cradles and other young



children. When the white children studied their lessons
I studied with them. When they wrote in the sand I wrote
in the sand too. The white children, and not the marster
or miétress, is where I got started in learnin' to read
and write. :

"We had corn shuckings, candy pullings, dances,
prayer meetingse. We went to camp meetin' on Camp Meeting
days in August when the crops were laid by. We played
games of hizh jump, jumping over the pole held by two
people, wrestling, leap frog, and Jjumping. We sang the
songs, 'Go tell Aunt Patsy'. *Some folks says a nigger
wont stealy I caught six in my corn field® 'Run.nigger
run, the patteroller ketch you, Run nigger run like you
did the other day't.

YWhen slaves got sick marster looked after them.
He gave them blue mass and casteroil. Dr. McDuffy also
treated us. Dr. McSwain vaccinated us for small poxe.

My sister died with it. When the slaves died marster
buried them. They dug a grave with a tomb in it. I do
not see any of them now. The slaves were buried in a
plain box.

"The marsters married the slaves without any

papers. All they did was to say perhaps to Jane and Frank,



'Frank, I pronounce you and Jane man and wife.' But the
woman did not take the name of her husband, she kept the
name of the family who owned her.

"I remember seeing the Yankees near Fayetteville.
They shot a bomb shell at Wheeler's Calvary, ané it hit
near me and buried in the zround.  Wheeler's Calvary came
first and ramsaked the place. They got all the valuables
they could, and%urned the bridge, the covered bridge over
Cape Fear river, but when the Yankees got there they had
a pontoon bridge to cross on,==-all those provision wagons
and such. When they passed our place it was in the morning.
They nearly scared me to death. They passed rizht by our
door, Sherman's army. They began passing, so the white
folks said, at 9 o'clock in the mornin'. At 9 o'clock at
nizght they were passin' our door on foot. They said there
were two hundred and fifty thousan' o! them nassed. Some
camped in my marster's old fiel'. A Yankee caught one of
my marster's shoats and cut off one of the hind quarters,
gave it to me, and told me to carry and give it to my
mother. I was so small I could not tote it, so I drug
it to her. I called her when I got in hollering distance
of the house and she came and got it. The Yankees called
us ogohnnie, Dinah, Bill and other funny names. They beat
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their drums and sang songs. One of the Yankees sang 'Rock
a2 Bye Baby's At that time Jeff Davis money was plentiful.
iy mother ﬁad about $1000. It was so plentiful it was
called Jeff Davis shucks. My mother had bought a pair of
shoes, and had put them in & chest. A Yankee came and took
the shoes and wore them off, leaving his in their place.
They tol' us we were free. Sometimes the marster would
get cruel to the slaves if they acted like they were free.
Hiat Holmes, a slave, was wearing a ball and chain
as a punishment for running away. Marster zekial King
put it on him. He has slept in the bed with me, wearing
that ball and chain. The cuff had imbedded in his leg,
it was swollen so. This was right after the Yankees came
through. It was March, the 9th of liarch, when the Yankees
came throughe. Mat Holmes had run away with the ball and
chain on him and was in the woods then. He hid out staying
with us at night until August. Then my mother took him to
the Yankee garrison at Fgyetteville. A Yankee officer
then took him to a black smith shop and had the ball and
chain cut off his leg. The marsters wculd tell the slaves
10 go to work that they were not free, that they still
belonged to them, but ¢6ne would drop out and leave, then

another. There was little work done on the farm, and
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finally most of the slaves learned they were free.

"Abraham Lincoln was one of the greatest men that
ever lived. He was the cause of us slaves being free.

No doubt about that. I didn't think anything of Jeff
Davis. He tried to keep us in slaven&. I think:élavery
was an injustice, not right. Our privilege is to live
rizht, and live according to the teachings of the Bible,
to treat our fellowman right. 7To do this I feel we should
belonz to some religious organization and live as near
rizht as we know how.

"The overseers and patterollers in the time of
slavery were called poor white trash by the slavese.

"On the plantations notlevery one, but some of
the slave holders would have somne certain slave women
reserved for their own use. Sometimes children almost
white would bé born to them. I have seen many of these
children. Sometimes the child would be said to belong to
the overseer, and sometimes it would be said to belong to

the marster.

AC
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AUNT LAURA

An interview with Laura Bell, 73 years old, of 2 Bragg
Street, saleigh, North Carolina.

seing informed that Laura Bell was an o0ld slavery
Negro, I went immediately to the little two-room shack’
with its fallen roof and shaky steps. As I approached the
shack I noticed thnat tne storm nad done great damage to
the c.haney:Berry tree in her yard, fallen limbs litterin!
the zrounc, which was an inch deep in garbage and water.

The porch was littered witn old planks ana hﬁge tubs
and barrcls cf stagnant water. There was only room for one
chair and in that sat a tall Negro woman clad in burlap
bags and in her lap she hela a small white flea-bitten dog
which ygrowled meaningly.

when I reached the gate, which swings on one rusi‘:y
hinge, she bade me come in and the Carolina Power and
Light Company men, who were at work nearby, laughed as I
climbed over the limbs and garbage and finally found room
for one foot on the porch and one on the ground.

"I wus borned in Liount Airy de year 'fore de Yankees
Come, bein' de fourth of five chilluns. Iy mammy an' daddy
Minerva Jane an' Wesley 'longed ter lir. Mack Strickland an!

We lived on his big place near Mount Airy.
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Mr. Mack wus good ter us, dey said. He give us
enouzh ter eat an' plenty of time ter weave clothes fer
us ter wear. I've hearn mammy tell of de corn shuckints
an! dances dey had an! 'pout some whuppin's too.

"Marse liack's overseer, I doan know his name, wus
gwine ter whup my mammy onct, an' pappy do' he ain't neber
meke no love ter mammy comes up an' takes de whuppin' fer
her. Atter dat dey cou'ts on Sadday an' Sunday an' at
all de sociables till dey Zits marriede.

"I'se hearn her tell 'bout how he axed Marse Mack
iffen he could cou't mammy an' atter Marse Mack sez he
can he axes her ter marry hime.

"She tells him dat she will an' he had 'em married
by de preacher de nex' time he comes through dat countrye.

"I growed up on de farm an' when I wus twelve years
0ld I met Thomas Bell. My folks said dat I wus too young
1 fer ter keep company so I had ter meet him 'doun' an' about

fer seberal years, I think till I wus fifteen.

| "He axed me ter marry him while he wus down on de
¢treek bank a fishin' an' I tol' him yes, but when he starts
ter kiss me I tells him dat der's many a slip twixt de cup

an' de lip an' so he has ter wait till we gits married.
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e runned away de nex' Sadday an' wus married by
a Justice of de Peace in lount Airy.

"Love ain't what hit uster be by a long shot," de
ole woman reflected, "'Cause dar ain't many folks what
loves all de time. Wwe moved ter Raleizh forty years-ago,
an' Tom has been daid seberal years now. We had jest one
chile put nit wus borned daid. |

"Chilluns ain't raised ter be clean lak we wuse. I
knows cat de house ain't so clean but I doan feel so much
lak doin' nothin'y, I Jjest went on a visit 'bout seben blocks
up de street dis mo'nin' an' so I doan feel lak cleanin!
up none.'

I cut the interview short tnereby missing more facts,
as the odor was anything but pleasant and I was getting
tired of standing in that one little spote. |

"Thank you for comin'", she called, and her dog

growled againe
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EMMA BLALOCK

88 years old
529 Bannon Avenue

Raleigh, N« C.

"T shore de ‘member de Yankees wid dere blue
uniforms wid brass buttons on ‘'em. I wus too small to”
work any but I played in cae yard wid my oldes' sister,
Katie. She is dead long ago. My mother belonged to
ole men Jdonn Griffith an' I belonged to him. His
plantztion wus down here at auburn in .ake County. Iy
father wus named Edmund Rand. He belongea to ir. Nat
Rand. He lived in Auburn. De plantations wus not fur
apart. Dere wus about twenty-five slaves on de plantafcion
whur mother an' me stayed.

"iarse John used ter take me on his knee an' sing,
'Here is de hammer, Shing ding. Gimme de Hammer, shing
ding.' Larster love‘d de nigger chilluns on his plantation.
When de war ended father come an' lived with us at iiarse
John's plantation. Marster John Griffith named me IEmmy.
Iy srandfather on my fathers side wus named Harden Rand,
an' grandmother wus named lMason Rand. My grandfather on
ny mother's side wus named Antny sriffiths an' grandmother

Wus named Nelliee
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"Our food wus a plenty and well cooked. Marster
fed his niggers good. Ve nhad plenty of homespun dresses
and we ot shoes once a year, at Christmas bve. T ken
mmember it just as good. Ve got Christmas Holidays an'!

a stockin' full of candy an' peanuts. Sometimes we zgot
ginger snaps at Christmas. Iy grandmother cooked ‘em.

She wus a zood cooke. My mother's missus‘wus iiss dJetsy
Griffitn and my father's missus wus Lucy Rand. Dey wus
both mighty good women. You know I am ole. I ken 'member
all dem zood white folkse. Dey give us Fourth July Holidays.
Dey come to town on dat day. Dey wore, let me tell you
what dey wore, dey wore dotted waist blouses an' white
pants. Dat wus a big day to ever'body, de Fourth of July.
Dey begun singing at Auburn an' sung till dey reached
rRaleigh. Auburn is nine miles from Raleigh. Dere wus a
lot of lemonade. Dey made light bread in big ovens an'
had cheese to eat wid it. Some said just zoin' on de fofe
to git lemonade an' cheese.

"In the winter we had a lot of possums to eat an'
a lot of rabbits too. At Christmas time de men hunted
and caught plenty game. We barbecued it before de fire.

I 'members seein' mother an' grandmother swinging rabbits
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tfore de fire to cook 'em. Dey would turn an' turn ‘em
till dey wus done. Dey hung scme up in de chimbly an'
dry 'em out an' keep 'em a long time an' dat is de reason
I won't eat a rabbit toady. No Sirl IX won't eat a
rapbite I seed 'em mess wid 'em so much turned me ’gipst
eatin' 'em.

"I don't know how much lan' Marster John owned but,
Honey, dat wus some plantation. It reached from Auburn
¢ ce lieuse River. Yes Sir, it aid, 'cause I been down
dere in corn hillin' time an' we fished at twelve o'clock
in Feuse diver. Marster John had overseers. Jere wus
six of 'em. Dey rode horses over de fields but I don't
'member dere names.

"1 never seen a slave whupped but dey wus whupped
on de plantation an' I heard de grown folks talkin' 'bout
ite My uncles Nat an' Bert Griffiths wus both whupped.
Uncle Nat would not obey his missus rules an' she had him
whupped. Dey whupped Uncle Bert 'cause he stayed drunk
so much. He loved his licker an‘? he got drunk an' cut
up bad, den dey whupped him. You could git plenty whiskey
den. Twon't like it is now. No sir, it won't. Whiskey

sold fur ten cents a quart. Most ever! body drank it but
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you hardly ever seed a man drunk. Slaves wus not whupped
for drinkin'. Dere Marsters give 'em whiskey but dey wus
whupped for gittin' drunk. / Dere wus a Jjail, a kind of
_stockade built of logs, on de farm to put slaves in when
-‘\dey wouldn'ﬁn mind.t} I never say any slave put on de blogk
an' sold, but I saw Aunt Helen Rand cryin' because her
liarster Nat Rand sold her boy, Fab Rand.

"No 3ir, no readin' an' writin'. You had to work.
Ha! hal You let your marster or missus ketch you wid a
booke Dat wus a strict rule dat no learnin' wus to be
teacheds I can't read an' write. &t If it wus not fur my
mother wit don't know what would become of me :; Wie had -
prayer meetings around at de slave houses. I 'member it
well. We turned down pots on de inside of de house at
de door to keep marster an' missus from hearin' de singin'
an' prayin'. Marster an' his family lived in de great
house an' de sla.‘ve quarters wus ‘bout two hundred yards
away to the back of de great house. Dey wus arranged in
rows. When de war ended we all stayed on wid de families
Griffiths an' Rands till dey cied, dat is all 'cept my
father an!' me. He lef! an' I lef's. I been in Raleigh
forty-five years. I married Mack Blalock in Raleigh. He

been dead seven years.

107
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UMy mother had two boys, Antny an' Wesley. She
nad four girls, Katie, Grissie, Mary Ella an' Emma. I
had three chilluns, two are livin'! yet. They both live
in Raleighe

e had big suppers an' dinners at log rollin'ts -
an' corn shuckin's in slavery time hal hal plenty of
corn licker for ever'body, both white an' bla.ck. Ever!'-
' body helped himself. Dr. Tom Susbee, one good ole white
man, looked after us when we got sick, an' he could make
ydﬁ well purty quick, ‘cause he wus good an' ‘'cause he
wus sorry fer you. He wus a feelint® man. Course we took
erbs. I tell you what 1 tooke scurrey grass, chana balls
dey wus for worms. 3currey grass worked you out. Dey
give us winter green to clense our blocod. We slaves an'
a lof, 6f de white folks drank sassafras tea in de place
of coffee. Ve sweetened it wid brown sugar, honey, or
molasses, just what we had in dat line. I think slavery
wus a,{righ.t good thing. Plenty to eat an' wear.

"When you gits a tooth pulled now it costs two
dollars, don't it? Well in slavery time I had a tooth
botherin' me. My mother say, Emma, take dis egg an' go

down to Doctor Busbee an' give it to him an' git your
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tooth pulled. I give him one egg. He took it an' pulled
"my tooth. Try dat now, if you wants to an' see what

happens. Yes, slavery wus a purty good thing.” !
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DAYS ON THE PLANTATION

As told by Uncle Davia Blount, formerly of Beaufort
County, who did not know his age. "uDe Marstery® he ——
refers to was Major Wm. A, Blount, who owned olantatlons
in several parts of North Carolina. -

"Yes mam, de days on de nlantation wuz de happy dajs.
De marster made us wuck through de week but on Sadays we
uster go swimmin' in de riber an' do a lot of other things
dat we lak ter do. oy

"We didn't mind de wuck so much case de ground wuz
soft as ashes an' de marster let us stop and rest when we
got tired. We planted ‘taters in de uplan®s and co'n in
je lowgrounts nex* de riber. It wuz on de Cape Fear an®
on hot days when we wuz a-pullin® de fodder we'd all stop
wuck *bout three o*clock in de ebenin' an! go swimmin'®.
Atter we come out'n de water we would wuck harder dan
eber an' de marster wuz good to us, case we did wuck an'
we done what he ast us.

"T 'members onct de marster had a oberseer dar dat
wuz méénpr dan a mean nigger. He always hired good ober-
seers an® a whole lot of times he let some Neg;o éiave
obersee. Well dis oberseer beat some of de half grown
boys till de blood run down ter dar heels an' he tole de
rest of us dat if we told on’ him dat he'd K11 us. ‘We

dwn‘t dasen't ast de marster ter glt rlﬁ of de man so dis

went on fer a 10ng time. SA b
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"It wuz cold as de debil one day an' dis obérseer
had a gang of us a-clearin' new groun'!'. One boy ast if
he could warm by de bresh heap. De oberseer said no,and
atter awhile de boy had a chill. De oberseer don't care,
but dat night de boy am a sick nigger. De nex'! mornin!
de marster gits de doctor,an' de doctor say dat de boy
has got pneumonia. He tells ‘'em ter take off de Dboys
shirt an'® grease him wid some tar, turpentine anl! ker-
osene, an* when dey starts ter take d@ shirt off dey fin's
dat it am stuck.

"Dey had ter gzrease de shirt ter git it off case de
blood whar de oberseer beat him had stuckfde shirt tight

.tef de skin. De marster wuz in‘de room‘an' he axed de
boy how come it, an' de boy tole him. |
"De marster sorta turns white an' he says ter me,

'Will yo' go an' ast de oberseer ter stop hyar a minute,

fi. please?!

| "When de oberseer comes up de‘steps he axes sorta
gsassy-1like, *'What yo' want?' |
“De margter says, 'Pack yo! things an' git off'n
my place as fast as yo' can, yo' pesky varmit.'

"De oberseer sasses de marster some more,ant den I

- sees de marster fairly loose his temper for de first time.

He don*t say a word but he walks ober, grabs de oberseer
by de shoulder, sets his boot right hard 'ginst de seat
,of his pants an® sen's him, all drawed up, out in de yard
\ .

Y

\"
3
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on his face. He close up lak a umbrella for a minute den
he pulls hisself all tergether an' he 1imps out'n dat yard
en' we ain't neber seed him no more.

"No mam, dar wuzént no marryin' on de plantation dem
says, an' as one ole 'oman raised all of de chilluns me
an' my Dbrother Johnnie ain't neber lnowed who our folkses
uze. Johnnie wuz a little feller when de war ended,but
i wuz in most of de things dat hapven on de plantation
fer a good whilie.

a "One time dar, I done fergit de year, some white mens
comes down de riber on a poat an' dey comes inter de fiel's
an' talks ter a zang of us an' dey says dat our masters
~ain't treatin' us right. Dey tells us dat we orter be
?paid fer our;wuc%)an' dat we hadn't ort ter hab passes ter
' go anywhar. Dey also tells us dat we ort ter be allowed
ter tote guns if we wants 'em. Dey says too dat sometime
cur marsters was gwine ter kill us all.

"I lauzhs at 'sm, bLut some of dem fool nigiers list-
ens ter *emjan' it 'pears dat dese men gib de niggers some
zuns atter I left an' vromised ter bring ‘'em some more
de nex® week.

”f:finES‘out de nex*® day *bout dis an' I goes an'
tells de marster. -He sorta laughs an® seratches his head,
'Dem niggers am headed fer trouble, Dave, 'he says ter me,
fan I wants yo' ter help me.'

Lo .’S»st, 'Yas sar, marater.’

”*ﬁ*{ﬁe»gpes on, 'Yo' fin's out when de rest of de
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guns cbmes Dave,an* let me know.'!
"When de men brings back de guns I tells de marster,
bn' I also tells him dat dey wants ter hold er meetin'.
/ | : ' |
/f ¥tAll right,' he says an' laughs, 'dey can have de

// meetin'., Yo! tell ‘em, Dave ,dat I said dat dey can meet

| on Chuesday night in de pack house.!
| "Chuesday ebenin' he sen*s dem all off to de fbw
groun's but me,an' he tells me ter nail up de shutters

ter de pack house an'! ter nail 'em up good.

~ e

"T does lak he tells me ter do an' dat night de

\ niggers marches in an' sneaks dar guns in too. I is
\ lyin' up in de loft an' I hyars aem say dat atter de meet-
\4// in' dey is gwine ter go up ter de big house an' klll de
whole fambly. |

u "I gits out of de winder an' I runs ter de house an

! tells de marster. Den me~an' him an* de young marster goes
out an' quick as lightnin', I slems de pack house door an'
I 10cks;i%} Den de marster yells at dem, 'I'se got men an'

guns out hyar, 'He yells, 'an' if yo' doan throw dem guns

out of db hdie up dar in de loft, an' throw dem ebery one
Pout I’se gwine ter stick fire ter dat pack house.!

*Be nzggers t1i berates for a few mlnutes an' den

fffiQWE}de guns out. I kniWs hew many dey has got 80

S 111 dey throw dem all aut, ‘den I gathers ap ‘dem
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“Wélljsap,we keeps dem niggers shet up fer about a
week on shart.ratiopg;an'vat de end of dat time dem niggers
am kyored for géod.,,When dey comes out dey had three ober-
seers 'stid of one,an’ de rules am stricter dan eber before/
an® den de marster goes off ter de war.

"I reckon I was 'bout fifteen or sixteen den;an' e
marster dar‘s me ‘long fer his pusonal sarvant an' bogy
zuard an' he leabes de rest of dem niggers iﬁ de fiel's
ter wuck like de dickens while I laughs at dem Yankees.

“Jim belonged to Mr. Harley who lived in New Han-
over County durlnc de war, in fac' he was young Massa
Harley's slave; so when young Massa Tom went to de war
Jim went along too.

“Dey wuz at lManassas, dey tells me, when Massa Tom
got kilt, and de orders wuz not to take no bodies off de
field right den. |

"Coupge ole massa down near Wilmington, doan know
v‘boui youngﬂassa Tom, but one night dey hears Jim holler
at de catéQ Dey‘gées rungin' outsan' Jim has brung Massa
Tom¥s body all dat long ways home so dat hecan be buried
in de ﬂamlly burian grounﬁ

”De massa freea Jim dat nighﬁ, but he stays on a

long tlme atter de war, an' tell de day he died he hated
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de Yankees for killing Massa Tom. In fact we all hated de
Yankees, 'speci#lly atter we near ‘bout starve dat first
vinter. I tried ter make a libin®* fer me an® Johnnie but
it was bad goin{;den I comes ter Raleigh an' I gits 'long
netter. Attér I gits settled I brings Johnnie, an' so we
done putty good.
"Dat's all I can tell yo! now Miss, but if'n yo'il
come hakk sometime I'1l tell yo' de rest of de tales."
‘Shortly after the above interviewjﬁncle Dave who
vas fadlling fast was taken to tbeﬁcgﬁnf}“ﬁﬁme, where he

died. He was buried on lay éth, £93 rest of the tale

remaining unteold.
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EX-SLAVE STORY

An interview with Clay Bobbit, 100. of S. Harrington
Street, Raleigh, N. C., Mgy 27, 1937,

"I wuz borned May 2, 1837 in Warren County to
Washington an' Delisia Bobbit.. Our Marster wuz named
Richard Bobbit, but we all calls him Massa Dick.

"Massa Dick ain't good ter us, an' on my arm hyar,
Jist above de elbow am a big scar dis day whar he whupped
me wid a cowhide. He ain't whupped me fer nothin' 'cept
dat.I is a nigger. I had a whole heap of dem whuppin's,
mostly case I won't obey his orders an' I'se seed slaves
beat 'most ter deff.

"I wuz married onct *fore de war by de broom stick
ceremony, lak all de rest of de slaves wuz but shucks
dey sold away my wife 'fore we'd been married a year an'
den de war come on.

"I had one brother, Henry who am wuckin' fer
de city, an' one sister what wuz named Deliah. She
been daid dese many years now.

UMassa Dick owned apowerful big plantation an'

ober a hundert slaves, an! we wucked on short rations

an' went nigh naked. We ain't gone swimmin' ner huntin®
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ner nothin® an' we ain'*t had no pleasures 'les:s we runs
away ter habe 'em. Eben when we sings we had ter turn
down a pot in front of de do' ter ketch de noise.

"I knowed some pore white trashj our oberseer wuz
one, an' de shim shamslwuz alsovnigh *bout also. We ain't
had no use fer none of 'em an ' we shorely‘ain't carin'
whe'her dey has no use fer us er not. _

"De Ku Kluxes ain't done nothin' fer us case dar ain't
many in our neighborhood. Yo' see de Yankees ain't come
through dar, an' we is skeerd of dem anyhow. De white folks
said dat de Yankees would kill us if'en dey ketched us.

"I ain't knowed nothin® *bout de Yankees, ner de sur-
render so I stays on fer seberal months atter de wahr wuz ober,
den I comes ter Raleigh an* goes ter wuck fer de city. I
wucks fer de city fer nizh on fifty years, I reckon, an'
jis' lately I retired.

"I'se been sick fer 'bout four months an' on,de second
day of May. De day when I wuz a hundert years old I warn't
able ter git ter de city lot, but I got a lot uv presents.

"Dis '‘oman am my third lawful wife. I married her
three years ago." °

1. Shim Sham, Free Issues or Negroes of mixed blood.
2. The 0l1d man was too 11l to walk out on the porch for
his picture, and his mind wandered too much to zive a

connected account of his life.
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EX-3LAVE STORLES

An interview.with lienry Bobbitt, 87 of Raleigh,
Weke County N.C. May 13, 1937 by lMary A. Hicks.

"I wuz borned at wWarrenton in .Jarren County in
1850. iiy father wuz named .eshington, atter veneral .
#Zashington an' my mamms wuz named Diasia atter a woman
in a story. Us an' 'bout forty or fifty other slaves
belonged ter lir. Richard Bobbitt an' we wucked his four
hundred acres o' land fer him. I jist had one brother
named Clay, atter Henry Clay, which shows how lMassa Dick
voted, an' Delilsh, which shows dat ole missus read de
Sible.

"ie farmed, mzkin' tobacco,cotton, co'n, wheat
an' taters. lMassa Dick had a whole passel o' fine horses
an' our Sunday Jjob wuz ter take cére of 'em, an' clean up
round de house. Yes mam, we wucked seben days a week, from
sunup till sundown six days,an' from seben till three or
four on a sunday.

"We didn't have many tear-downs an' prayer meetin's
an' sich, case de fuss sturbed ole missus who wuz kinder
gickly. When wé did have sompin' we turned down a big
washpbt in front of de do', an' it took up de fﬁss, an'

folksesAin de yard can't hyar de fusSs De patterollers
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would git you iffen you went offen de premises widout a
pass, an' dey saild dat dey WOuld beat you scandelouse. I
seed a feller dat dey beat onct an' he had scars as pig as
my . fingers all ober his body.

T got one whuppin'! dat I 'members, an' dat wuz Jist
a middlin' one. De massé told me ter pick de cotton an' I
sot down in de middle an' didn't wuck a specke De oberseer
come an' he frailed me wid a cotton-stalkj; he wuz a heap
meaner ter de niggers dan Massa Jick wuz. 1 saw some niggers
what wuz beat bad, but I ain't neber had no bad beatin'.

"ije libed in log hcuses wid sand floors zn' stick an!
dirt chimneys an' we warn't 'lowed ter have no gyarden, ner
4chickens, ner pigs. @e ain't had no way o' makin' money an'
de fun wuz only middlin'. We had ter steal what rabbits we
et from somebody elses boxes on some udder plentation, case
de massa won't lett us have none o' our own, an' we ain't had
no time ter hunt ner‘fish.

®Now talkin' 'bout sémpin' dat we'd git a whuppin' fer,
dat wuz fer havin' a pencil an' a piece of paper er a slate.
Iffen you jist looked lak you wanted ter larn ter read er
write you got a lickin'.

"Dar wuz two colored women lived nigh us an' dey wuz
called "free issues," but dey wuz really witches. I ain't

really seen 'em do nothin'* but I hyard a whole lot
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tbout 'em puttin' spells on folkses an' I éeed tracks whar
dey had rid Massa uvick's hosses an' eber mo'nin' de hosses
manes an' tailé would be all twisted an' knotted up. I know
dat dey done dat case I seed it wid my own eyes. Dey doctored
lots of people an' our folkses ain't neber had no doctor fer
nothin' dat happen.

*You wuz axin' 'bout de slave sales, an' I want ter
" tell jou dat I has seen some real sales an' I'se seed niggers,
whole bunches of 'em, gwin' ter Richmond ter be scld. Dey
wuz mostly chained, case dey wuz new ter de boss, an' he
doan know what ter 'spect.]'se seed some real sales in
Warrenton too, an' de mammies would be sold from deir chilluns
an' dare would be a whole hezp o' cryin' an' mou'nin' ‘'bout
hite I tell you folkses cin't lak dey uster be, 'specially
niggers.Uster be when a nigger cries he whoops an' groans an'
hollers an' his whole body rocks, an' dat am de way dey done
sometime at de saleS.

"3peakin' 'bout heintst I'se seed a whole lot o' things,
-, but de worst dat eber happen wuz 'bout twenty years ago
when a han'ts hand hit me side o' de haide I bet dat hand
weighed a hundred pounds an' it wuz as cold as ice. I ain't
been able ter wuck fer seben days an' nights an' I still canit
turn my haid far ter de left as you.seese

®I reckon 'bout de funniest thing 'bout our plenta-
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tion wuz de marryin'. A couple got married by sayin' dat
dey wuz, but it couldn't last fer longer dan five years.

Jat wuz so iffen one of 'ewm got too weakly ter have chilluns
de other one could git him anoiher wif'e or husben'.

"I 'members de day moughty well when de ienkees
come. hiassa uick he walked de floor an' cussed sherman fer
tokin' his niigers aways All o' de niggers lef', of‘course,
en' me, I walked clean ter Raleigh ter find out if I wuz
really free, an' I couldn't unnerstan' half of it.

fyell de first year I slept in folkses woodhouses an'!
barns an' in de woods or any whar else I cculd find. I wucked
hyar an' dar, but de folkses' jist give me sompin' ter eat
an' my clothes wuz in strings 'fore de spring o' ue year.

BYo'! axes me what I thinks of Massa Lincoln? Well, I
thinks dat he wuz doin' de wust thing dat he could ter turn
all dem fool niggers loose when dey zin't got no place ter go
an' nothin' ter eat. ho helped us out den? Hit wuzn't de
fenkees, hit wuz de white folkses what wuz left wid deir craps
in de fiel's, an' wuz rovbed by dem fankees, ter boot. iy ole
massa, fur instance, wuz robbed uv his fine hosses an' his
feed stuff an' all dem keaigs o' liquor what he done make his=-
self'y sides his money an' silver.

H3lavery wuz a good thing den, but de world jist got

better an' outgrowed ite"
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HERNDCI BOGAN
Ex - Slave Stdry

An interview with Herndon Bogan, 76 (?) of State
Prison, Raleigh, N, C.

T wus bawned in Union County, South Carolina on
de plantation o' Doctor Bogan, who owned both.my mammy
Issia, an' my pap Edwih. Dar wus six o' us chilluns,
Clara, Iula, Joe, Tux, Mack an' me.

#T doan ‘*member much 'Dout slavery days ‘cept dat
my white folkses wus good ter us. Dar wus a heap o!
slaves, maybe a hundert an' fifty. I 'members dat we
wucked hard, but we had plenty ter eat an' w'ar, eben iffen
we did w'ar wood shoes.

"T kin barely recolleék 'fore de war dat I'se seed
a heap o' cocks fightin' in pits an' a heap o' horse
racin'. When de marster winned he 'ud give us niggers
a big dinner or a dance, but if he lost, ohi

"My daddy wus gived ter de doctor when de doctor
~ wus married an' dey shore loved each other. One day
marster, he comes in an' he sez dat de Yankees am aimin'
ter try ter take his niggers way from him, but dat dey
am gwine ter ketch hell while dey does hit. When he
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sez dat he starts ter walkin' de flo'. 'I'se gwine ter
leave yore missus in yore keer, Edwin,' he sez.

"But pa ‘'lows, 'Wid all respec’ fer yore wife sar,
she am a Yankse too, an' I'd ruther go wid you ter de war.
Please sar, massa, let me go wid you ter fight dem Yanks.'

"At fust massa 'fuses, den he sez, 'All right:' 8o
off dey goes ter de war, massa on a big hoss, an' my pap
on a strong mule 'long wid de blankets an' things.

"Dey tells me dat ole massa got shot one night, an'
dat pap grabs de gun 'fore hit hits de earth an' lets de
Yanks have hit.

"I *members dat dem wus bad days fer South Caro-
lina, we givéd all o' de food ter de soldiers, an' missus,
eben do' she has got some Yankee folks in de war, l'arns
ter eat cabbages an' kush an' berries.

"I 'members dat on de day of de surrender, least-
ways de day dat we hyard 'bout hit, up comes a Yankee
an' axes ter see my missus. I is shakin'; I is dat
skeerd, but I bucks up an' I tells him dat my missus doan
want ter see no blue coat.

“He grins, an' tells me ter skédaddle, an' 'bout den
my missus comes out an' so help me iffen she doan hug
dat dratted Yank. Atter aﬁhile I gathers dat he's her

brother, but at fust I ain't seed no sense in her cryin®
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an' sayin' *thank God', over an' over.

*Well sar, de massa an' pap what had gone off mad
an' healthy an' ridin' fine beastes comes back walkin' an'
dey looked sick. Massa am white as cotton,an' so help me,
iffen my pap, who wus black as sin, ain't pale too.

HAtter a few years I goes ter wuck in Spartanburg
as a houseboy, den I gits a job wid de Southern Rail-
road an' I goes ter Charlotte ter nightwatch de tracks.

"l stays dar eighteen years, but one night I kills
a white hobo who am tryin' ter rob me o' my gol' watch an'
chain, an' dey gives me eighteen months. I'se been hyar
six already. He wus a white man, an' jist a boy, an'

‘I is sorry, but I comes hyar anyhow.

*I hyard a ole foman in Charlotte tell onct 'bout
witchin' in slavery times, dar in Mecklenburg County.
She wus roun' ninety, so I reckon she knows. Shesaid
dat iffen anybody wanted ter be a witch he would draw a
circle on de groun' jist at de aidge o' dark an' git in
de circle an' squat downe.

#*Dar he had ter set an' talk ter de debil, an' he
mus' say, 'I will have nothin' ter do wid 'ligion, an' I
wants you ter make me a witch.' Atter day he mhs' bile a
black cat, a bat an' a bunch of herbs an' drink'ﬁe soup,

den k& wuz really a witch.

12
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"When you wanted ter witch somebody, she said dat
you could take dat stuff, jist a little bit of hit ant
put hit under dat pusoné doorsteps an' dey'd be sick.

"You could go thru' de key hole or down de chimney
or through de chinks in a log house, an' yoLLcould ride
a p@son jist lak ridin' a hoss. Dat puson can keep.you
outen his house by layin' de broom *fore de do' an!
puttin' a pin cushion full of pins side of de bed dot,
iffen he's a mind to.

"Dat puson can kill you too, by drawin' yore pitcher
an' shootin' hit in de haid or de heart too0.

"Dar's a heap o' ways ter tell fortunes dat she done
tol!' me but I'se done forgot now 'cept cofre groun's .
an' a little of de others. You cza't tell hit wid 'em

do', case hit takes knowin' how, hit shore does.

BN
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ANDREW BOONE
age 90 years.

Wake County, North Carolina. Harris Farm.

"I been living in dese backer barns fifteen ye¢ars.
I built this little shelter to cook under. Dey cut me
off the WPA cause dey said I wus too ole to work. Dey
tole us ole folks we need not put down oub walkin®
sticks to git work cause dey jes® won't goin' to put us
on.

¥Well, I had some tomatoes cooked widout any grease
for my breakfast. I had a loaf of bread yesterday, but
~T et it. I ain't got any check from the ole age pension
an* I have nothin® to eat an' I am hongry. I jes® looks
to God. I set down by de road thinkin'® bout how to turn
an' what to do to git a meal, when you cum along. I
thanks you fer dis dime. I guess God made you give it
to me.

"I wus glad to take you down to my livin' place to
give you my gtory. Dis shelter, an ole tobacco barn,
is better dan no home at all. I is a man to myself an?
I enjoy livin® out here if I could git enough to eat.

"Well de big show is coming to town. It*s de
Beﬁil‘s»wurk. Yes sir, it's de Devil’s wurk. Why dem



show folks ken make snakes an' make *em crawl too.
Dere wus one in Watson Field in de edge of Raleigh not
long ago an' he made snakes an' made 'em crawl too.
All shows is de Devil's wurk.

"I never done anything fer myself in all my life.
I always wurked fer de Rebels. I stuck right to 'eﬁ.
Didn't have no sense fer doin' dat I guess.

"One time a Rebel saw a Yankee wid one e&e, one leg
an' one arm. De Yankee wus beggin*. De Rebel went
up to him an' give him a quarter. Den he backed off
ant jes® stood a-lookin' at de Yankee, presently ﬂe went
back an' give him anudder quarter, den anudder, den
he said, 'You take dis whole dollar, you is de first
Yankee I eber seed trimmed up jes' to my notion, so take
all dis, jes®' take de whole dollar, you is trimmed up to
my notion®.

"I belonged to Billy Boone in Slavery time. He wus
a preacher. He lived on an' owned a plantation in
Northampton County. The plantation wus near woodland.
The nearest river to the place wus the Roanoke. My
ole missus' name wus Nancy. When ole marster died I
stayed around wid fust one then another of the chilluns,
cause marster tole me jes' fore he died fer me to stay
wid any of *em I wanted to stay with. All dem ole people

done dead an® gone on.
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"Niggers had to go through thick an' thin in slavery
time, with rough rations most of de time, wid jes' enough
clothin' to make out wid. Our houses were built of logs
an' covered wid slabs. Dey wus rived out of blocks of
trees about 3-6 and 8ft in length. De chimleys wus
built of sticks and mud, den a coat of clay mud daubed
over 'em. De cracks in de slave houses wus daubed wid
mud too. |

 ®We wurked from sun to sun. If we had a fire in
cold weather where we wus wurkin' marster or de overseer
would come an' put it out. We et frozen meat ant
bread many times in cold weather. After de day's wurk
in de fields wus over we had a task of pickin' de seed
from cotton till we had two ounces of lint or spin two
ounces of cotton on a spinnin' wheel. I spun cotton
on a spinnin* wheel. Dats de way people got clothes
in slavery time.

"I can't read an' write but dey learned us to count.
Dey learned us to count dis way. 'Ought is an' ought, an'
a figger is a figger, all for de white man an' nothin!
fer de nigger*. Hain't you heard people count dat way?

"Dey so0ld slawves jes' like people sell hosses now.
I saw a lot of slaves sold on de auction block. Dey
would strip *em star¥ naked. A nigger scarred up
or whaled an' welted up wus considered a bad nigger

an* did not bring much. If his body wus not scarred,



he brought a good price. I saw a lot of slaves whupped
an* I wus whupped myself. Dey whupped me wid de cat

o' nine tails. It had nine lashes on it. Some of de
slaves wus whupped wid a cabin paddle. Dey had forty
holes in ‘em an' when you wus buckled to a barrel dey hit
your naked flesh wid de paddle an' every whur dere wus

a hole in de paddle it drawed a blister. When de whuppin'
wid de paddle wus over, dey took de cat o' nine tails ant
busted de blisters. By dis time de blood sometimes would
be runnin' down dere heels. Den de next thing wus a wash
in salt water strong enough to hold up an egg. Slaves wus
punished dat way fer runnin' away an' sich.

HIf you wus out widout a pass dey would shore git
you. De paterollers shore looked after you. Dey would
come to de house at night to see who wus there. If you
wus out of place, dey would wear you out.

"Sam Joyner, a slave, belonged to marster. He wus
runnin?® from de paterollers an' he fell in a ole well.
De pateroller went after marster. Marster tole *em to
git ole Sam out an' whup him jes' as much as dey wanted
to. Dey got him out of de well an' he wus all wet an'
muddy. Sam begaﬁ takin' offvhis shoes, den he took off
his pants an® got in his shirt tail. Marster, he say,

~



'What you takin' off you clothes fer Sam?' Sam, he sgy,
'Marster, you know you all can't whup dis nigger right over
all dese wet clothes.' Den Sam 1lit out. He run so fas!

he nearly flew. De paterollers got on dere hosses an'

run him but dey could not ketch him. He got away. Marster
got Sam's clothes an' carried 'em to de house. Sam slipped
up next morning put his clothes on an' marster said no

more about it.

"I wus a great big boy when de Yankees come through.

I wus drivin' a two mule team an' doin' other wurk on de
farm. I drove a two hoss wagon when dey carried slaves
to market. I went to a lot of different places.

| "My marster wus a preacher, Billy Boone. He sold
an* bought niggers. He had fifty or more. He wurked
the grown niggérs in two squads. My father wus named Isham
Boone and my mother wus Sarah Boone. Marster Boone whupped
wid de caebbin paddle an' de cat o' nine tails an' used
the salt baﬁh an' dat wus *nough. Plenty besides him
whupped dat waye.

"Marster had one son, named Solomon, an' two girls,
Elsie an' Klice. My mother had four children, three boys
an* one girl. The boys were named Sam, Walter and Andrew,
dats me, an' de girl wus Cherry. o

~ YMy father had several'children cause he had several
women begsides mother. Mecllie and Lila Lassiter, two
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sisters, were also his Qamen. Dese women wus given to
him an® no udder man wus allowed to have anything to do wid
'em. Mollie an' Lila both had chilluns by him. Dere
names wus Jim, Mollie, Liza, Rosa, Pete an®* I can't
remember no more of *em. i

"De Yankees took jes' what dey wanted an! nothin®
stopped ‘em, cause de surrender had come. Before de
surrender de slave owners begun to scatter de slaves
'bout from place to place to keep de Yankees from gittin!
'em. If de Yankees took a place de slaves nearby wus
moved to a place further off.

"All I done wus fer de Rebels. I wus wid *em an’
I jes® done what I wus tole. I wus afraid of de Yankees
*cause de Rebels had told us dat de Yankees would kill us.
Dey tole us dat de Yankees would bore holes in our
shoulders an' wurk us to carts. Dey tole us we would
be treated a lot worser den dey wus treating us. Well,
de Yankees got here but they treated us fine. Den a story
went round an' round dat de marster would have to give de
slaves a mule an* a year's provisions an' some lan', about
forty acres, but dat wus not so. Dey nebber did give us
anything. When de war ended an' we wus tole we wus free,

we stayed on wid marster cause we had nothin' an' nowhere
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to go.

"We moved about from farm to farm. Mother died an®
father married Maria Edwards after de surrender. He did
not live wid any of his other slave wives dat I knows of.

"I have wurked as a han' on de farm most of de time
since de surrender and daddy wurked most'of de time as
a han*, but he had gardens an' patches most evenywﬂére he
wurked. I wurked in New York City for fifteen years with
Crawford and Banhay in de ®how business. I advertised
for 'em. I dressed in a white suit, white shirt, an’®
white straw hat, and wore tan shoes. I had fo be a
purty boy. I had to have my shoes shined twice a day. I
lived at 18 Manilla Lane, New York City. It is between
McDougall Street and 6th Avehne. I married Clara Taylor
in New York City. We had two children. The oldest one
lives in New York. The other died an' is buried in
Raleigh. |

¥In slavery time they kept you down an' you had to
wurk, now I can't wurk, an' I am still down. Not allowed
to wurk an' still down. Its all hard, slavery and
freedom, both bad when you can't eat. The ole bees makes
de honey comb, the young bee makes de honey, niggers
makes de cotton an' corn an' de white folks gets de money.
Dis wus de case in Slavery time an® its de case now. De
nigger do mos*' de hard wurk on de farms now, and 4w white

folks still git de money dat de nigger's labor makes.™

LE
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Interview with W. L. Bost, Ex-slave — 7/ gce . .
63 Curve Street, ’ - 139
Asheville, N. C.

-

By~ Marjorie Jones

Ct.OO()Q

My Massa's name was Jonas Bost. He had a hotel in Newt_on;
North Carolina. My mother and grandmother both belonged to
the Bost family. My ole Massa had two'large plantations one
about three miles from Newton and another four miles away.
‘ It took aalot of niggers to keep the work a goin' on :{:hem
both. The women folks had to work in the hotel and in the
big house in town. Ole Miséus she was a good woman. She
never allowed the Massa to buy or sell any slaves. There
never was an overseer on the whole plantation. The qldest
colored man always looked after the niggers. We niggers
lived better than the niggers on the other planta}*aiensk. .

Lord child, I remember when I was a little boy, 'bout
ten years, the speculators come through Newton with droves
of slaves. They always stay &t our place. The poor crit-
't.ers nearly froze to death. They always come !'long on the
Iast of December so that the niggers would be ready for

sale on the first day of January._ Many the time I see four
| or}'»five of them chained together. - They never had enough
cloth_es _on. to keep a cat warm.‘ The women never wore any-
| tiiin‘g but a thin dress and a petticeat and one underwear,
I've seen the ice balls hangin' on to the bottom of their
: éresses as they ran along, ;es like gheep in a pasture |

' :'fare tlaey are sheared. mey aever wore any. shoes.« Jes
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run along an the ground, all !sp‘ewed up with ice. The specu-
lators always rode on horses and drove the pore niggers.
When‘ they get cold,. they make 'em run 'til they are warm
again.

The speculators stayed in the hotel and put the ‘niggers
in the quarters Jjes like droves of hogs. All through the
night I could hear them mournin' and prayin'. I didn';c
know the Lord would let people live who were so cruel. The
gates werealways locked and they was a guard on the outside
to shoot anyone who tried to run away. Lord miss,them
slaves look jes like droves of turkeys runnin' along in
front of them horses.

I remember when they put 'em on the block to sell ‘em,
The ones *tween 18 and 30 always bring the most money. The
auctioneer he stand off at a distance and cry 'em off as
they étand on the block. I can hear his voice as long as
I live. | ‘

'If the one they going to sell was a young Negro man this
is what he say:s "Now gentlemen and fellow-citizens here is
a big black buck Negfo. He's stout as a mule. Good for
any kin' o*work an' he never gives any trouple. How much
am I offered for him?" And then the sale would commence,
and the ’_;:ﬁ.gge‘r would 'be s0ld to the highest bidder, |

If they put up a young nigger woman the auctieneer cry

aut: *Here's a young nigger wench. how much am I efferéd |
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for her?® The pore thing stand on the block a shiverin!
an' a shakin! nearly froze to death. When they sold many
of the pore mothers beg the speculators to sell 'em with
their husbands, but the speculator only take what he want.
So meybe the pore thing never see her 'husban' agin.

. Ole' Massa alniayssee that we get plenty to eat. O! -course
it was no fancy rashions. Jes corn"bread, milk, fat meat,
and 'lasses but the Lord knows that was iots more than other
pore niggers got. Some of them had such bad masters.

Us pore niggers never 'lowéd to learn anything. All the
readin' they ever hear was when t.hey/gggried through the
big Bible. ' The Massa say. that keep the slaves in they places.

They was one nigger boy in Newton who was terrible smart.

He learn to read an' write. He take other colored children
out in the fields and teach ‘em about the. Bible, but they
forgit_.it 'fore the »nex' Sunday. |

Then ‘the paddyfollers they keep close watch on the pore |
niggers 8o they have no chance to do anyl;}aing or go anywherse.

‘I'hey j-és'-’ -Iiké”‘pélieemen, only warsér-.' 'Cause | they never

let the niggers go anywhere without a pass frem his master.
}-~'If yeu _xaan't in _your preper plaea wnen the paddyrollers

._.,..;sh you ti1' yea was blaek ana blne. The women
'Ehat i‘,‘is, fer jes bein' out

” and the men 30. .
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two holes cut for the arms stretch up in the air and a block
to put your feet in, then they whip you with cowhide whip .
An' the clothes shore never get any of them licks.

I remembei‘ »h;m they kill one nigger whippin' him with
the bull whip. Many the pore nigger nearly killed with the
bull whip. But this one die. He was a stubborn Negro and
didn't do as much work as his Massa thought he ought to. He
been lashed lot before. So they take him to the whippin®
post, and then they strip his clothes off and then the man
stan' off and cut him withthe whip. His back was cut all
to pieces. The cuts about half inch apart. Then after they
whip him_ they tie him down and put salt on him. Then after
he lie in the sun awhile they whip him agin. But when they
finish with him he was dead.

Plenty Of the colored women have children by the white men.
She know better than to not do what he gay. Didn't havé much
of that until the men from South Carolina come up here and
settle and bring slaves. Then they take them very same
children what -.have they own blood and make slaves out of
them. If ﬁhe‘ m;aus find out she raise revolution. But
she hardly find out. The white men not going to iell and
the nigger women were al¥ays afraid to. So they jes go on
hepin' that thing won't be that way always. ’

I remember how the driver, he was the man who did most of
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the whippin?', ﬁse to whip some of the niggeré. He wouid tie
their hands together and then put their hands down over _their
knees, then take a stick and stick it 'tween they l:a_n; and
knees. Then when he tzke hold of them and beat 'em first

on one side then on the other.

Us niggers never have chance to go to Sunday School-and
church. The white folks feared for niggers to get any re-
ligion and education, but I reckon somethin' inside Jjes told
us about God and that there was a better place hereafter. We
would sneak off and have prayer meetin'. Sometimes the
paddyrellers catch us and beat us good but that didn't keep
us from tryin'. I remember one old a'ong we use to sing when
we meet down in the woods back of the barn. My mother she. |
siﬁg an' pray to the Lord to deliver us out o' slavery. She
always say she thankful she was never sold from her children,
and that our Massa not so mean as some of the others. But
the old song itAwent. soz_neth‘ing. like this:

»gh, mother lets go down, leis go down, lets go down,
lets go down.
| Gh', mother lets go down, down in the valley to pray.

As I went down in the '\—ralley te pray

- Studyin' about that good ole way
Wna shail wear that starry crown.

eoed W shew me the way."

2 ”n’_‘fahe ather part mﬂ :iust liko that exeept. it said '_f. o'
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instead of 'mother', and then 'sister' and then 'brother’'.
Then they sing sometimes
"We camp a while in the wilderness, in the wilderness,
in the wilderness.

We camp a while in the wilderness, where.the Lord makes
me happy -

And then I'm a goin' home |

I don't remember much about the war. There was no fightin!
done in Newton. Jes a skirmish or two. Most of the people get
everything jes ready to run when the Yankee sojers come through
the town. This was toward the las! of the war. Cose the niggers
knew what all the fightin' was about, but they didn't dare say
anything. The man who owned the slaves waé'tooJmad as it was,
and if the niggers say anything they get shot right then and
thar. The sojers tell us after the war that we get food,
clothes, and wages from our Massas else we leave. But they
was very few that ever got anything. Our ole Massa say he
not gwine pay us anything, corse his money was no good, but
he wouldn't pay us if it had Dbeen.

Then the Ku Klux Klan come 'long. They were terrible danger-
ous. They wear long gowns, touch the ground. They ride horses
through the town at night and if they find a Negro that tries to
get nervy or have a little bit for himself, they lash him nearly
to death and gag him and leave him to do the bes' he can. Some

time they put sticks in the top of the tall thing they wear and
t big

then put an extra head up there with scary eyes and grea



mouth, then they stf.fck it clear up in the air to scare the
poor Negroes to death. |

They had another thing th-ey call the 'Donkey Devil' that
was ,je_s as bad. They take thd4 skin of a donkey and get in-
side of it and run after the pore Negroes. Oh, Miss
them was bad times, them was bad times. I know felks” think
the books tell the truth, but they shore don't. Us pore
niggers had to take it all, '

Then after the war was over we was afraid to move. dJes
like tarpins or turtles after 'mancipation. Jes stick our
heads out to see how the land lay. My mammy Stay with Marse
Jonah for 'bout a year after freedom then ole Solomon Hall made
her an offer. Ole man Hall was a good man if there ever Was
one. He freed all of his slaves about two years *fore 'manci-
pation and gave each of them so much money when he died, that .
is he put that in his will. But when he die his sons and
daughteré never give anything to the pore Negroea. My mother
went to live on the place belongin' to the nephew of Solomon
Hall. All of her six children went with her. Mother ghe cook
for the white folks ant t}a.e children make crop.' When the first
year was up us children got the Tirst money we -had in our lives.
My .mether;eer'tainly was happy. |

We .I.ive on this placd for over four years. “When I was ‘*bout
ﬁenty yaar old I marriea a girl from West. Virg?.nia but she

n? Zu.m bu’c. gas ~tbout a year. I stayed deun there far a
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year or so and then I met Mamie. We came here and both of us
went to work, we work at the same place. We bought this little
piece of ground 'bout forty-two years ago. We gave $125. for
ite We had to buy the lumber to build the house a little at
a time but finally we got the house done. Its been a good
home for us and the children. We have two daughters-and one
adopted son. Both of the girls are good cooks. One of them
lives in New Jersey and cooks in a bigvhotel. She and her
husband come to see us about once a year. The other one is
in Philadelphia. They both have plenty. But the adopted boy,
he was part white. We took him when he was a small and did the
best we cbuld by him. He never did like to 'sociate with colored
people. I remember one time when he was a small child I took
him to town and the conductor made me put him in the front of
the street car cause he thought I was Jjust caring for him and
that he was a white boy. Well, we sent him to school until he
finished. Then he joined the navy. I ain't seem him in several
years. The last letter I got from him he say he ain't spoke to
a colored :gice he has been there. This made me mad so I took
his insurance policy and cashed it. I didn't want nothin' to
do with him, if he deny his own color.

Very few of the Negroes ever gét anywhere; they never have
no education. I knew one Negro who got to be a policeman in
Salisbury once and he was a good one too. When my next birth-

day comes in December I will be eighty-eight years old. That
ijs if the Lord lets me live and I shore hope He does.,



»l /wx, 0Zry ot | 147

. C. District No.__ 3 Subject_ Mary “lallace Bowe

Worker Travis Jordan Ex-slave 8] Years

Durham County Home

Durham, N.C.




- 320218 -.
148

MARY WALLACE BOWE

Ex-slave 81 years

My name is Mary Wallace Bowe. I wwe2 nine years ole at de
surrender.

My mammy an' pappy, Susan an' Lillman Graves melonged
to Marse Fountain an' Mis' Fanny Tu'tberville, but Marse Fountain
sold me, my mammy an' my brother George to liis' Fanny's sister,
Mis!' Virginia Graves. Mis' Virginia's husban' M/Marse Docter
Graves. Dey lived on de ole Elijah Graves estate not far from
Marse Fountain's plaitation here in Durham county, an® Mis®
Virginia an' Mis' Fanny seed each other near *!bout every day.

I m' ' little when Marse Fountain an' Marse Doctor went to de

war but I remembers it. I remembers it kaze Mi's) * Fanny stood on
de po'ch.i smilin' an' wavin' at Marse Fountain *twell he went

‘roun' de curve in de road, den she fell to de ¥loor like she “‘m”%—u
dead. I thought she %eaﬁ % Mis' Virginia th*owed some
water in her face an' she opened her eyes.

- De nex day Mis® Vlrgln.m took me an® mammy an' we all went
over an' gtayed wid Mils* Fanny kaze she ﬁs%keered an' so dey'd

vhe c:omp;'-, ny for. each ath‘em»: Mammy waited on Mis* Virginia an'

:he *pgd Sarel.la Tutberville, Vis' Fanny's house girl} sweep an’

: el
,mk,e up.de beds an' things. I s 1d
T ﬁ»‘l@i:ﬁa@k:‘>:;@.e:;;;‘ ?ﬁgs& brung cin dekimilin' ‘an run froun’ waitin' on -

ttle but mammy made me work.
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Every time dey'%gggl ‘is' Fanny set an' twis? her han's an' say:
“What is we gwine do, Sister, what is we gwine do?"

Mis® Virginia try to pacify Mis' Fanny. She say, 'an‘ yo!
worry none, Hoﬁey, I*1ll fix dem Yankees when dey come.* Den she
set her mouf. When she done dat I run an' hid behin' Mis' Fanny's
chair kaze I done seed lis' Virginia set her mouf befo* an' I
knowed she meant biznes'. . 7 .

i didn* have sense to'be skﬁgred den kaze I hadn'
never seed no Yankee soje;i, but:;mas' long befo' I wuz skeered.
De Yankees come one‘Z@ﬁéggf, an' dey ripped, Oh, Léwd, how dey
did rip. When dey rode up»to de gate an' come stompin' to de
housé; Mig‘ Fanny 'gun to ery. ‘'Tell dem sbmethin', Sister; tell
dem‘sométﬁinf, she tole Mis‘»Virginia.

Mié“Virginia she.ain’ done no cryin’ When she sead:dem
Yankees comln‘ *cross de hlll, she run ‘roun® an‘ got all de
gewelry. She took off de rings an' pins she an' Mis' Fanny had
on an‘ ﬁhﬁ got all de thlngs out of de Jewelry box an' give dem to
pappy. “Hide dem, Lillmam“ she tole pappy, "hide dem some place
whare dem t.hieves won"’ fin‘ddem" ”
h; Pappy'had on high ton boots. He didn' do nothin but stuff
all dat gewelry right down in dem boots, den he strutted all ’reun'

'dem Yankees laughln' to heself,ka:e ggy cusued when dey couldn' |

Bey dldn’ fin} he silver nezther kaze us
' ’m v MRe® Virginla hlde dat’ We ) )
it a11 down to de e@ttin gin house an' zu.d ugm “ae
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loose cotton piled on de floor. When dey couldn' fin' nothin'
eg big‘ sojér went up to Mis' Virginia who wuz' staﬁdin' in de hail.
e ldbk at her an' say: .'Yo's skeered of me, ain' yolﬁ'?"’ -

Mis' Virginia ain' batted no eye yet. ' She tole him, WIf I
Wgwine to be skeered, I'd be skeered of someth‘in’.. I sho ain'
of no ugly, bragg.in' Yaniceé." | R _

De man tu'ned red an he say: PIf yolt don' tell me Myw
don& hide dat silver I'se gw:.ne to mo e yol sk.eered. |

1‘45' Virglnia s chln went up hlcher. She set her mouf an'
look at dat soger twell he drap his eyes, Ben she tole him dat
some folks done come an' got de sxlve:c, dat dey done toted it off.
She dldn' 't.ell him dat it wuz u; nlgo'ers dat done toted it down
to de cotton gin house. |

In dem days dey wuz peddlers gw:.ne ‘roun' do country sellin'

thlngs. Dey toted blg packs on dey baﬂks filled Wld everythln'
from needles an‘ th:.mbles to bed spreads an'fryin' pdns. -One day |
-O%Jpeddlar stcpped at Mis’ Fanny s house. He Wde uglles man
I ever seed.’ He w‘%all an' bony wid blc«(,k whlskers an' black
hushy hair )s,n' w eyes dat set way back in his head. | Dey
Wdark an loek llke gx{ dog s eyes after ycﬁ/ done hlt hlm. He
set dcl\md on de po ch an openea hls pack, an' 1t %wso hot aﬂ"

he looked ao ured, dat Mis' Fanny glve him er cool drmk of mllk

dat dane been set&in’ in. de sprmgﬂ hduse. 411 de time Mis' Fanny

‘ l@k' ""‘t-‘_de things .in de pack an bv.yin' de man kept up el

;H@_‘_z' !her how many niggers day had, how many men
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dey had fightin' on de 'Federate side, an' what Wshe gwine do
if de niggers %set free. Den he ggeher if she knowed Mistah
Abraham Lincoln.

'Bout dat time Mis' Virginis come to de door an' heard what
he said. She blaze up like -gr/ lightwood fire an' w/dat peddlar
dat dey 4idn'f want to know nothin' 'bout Mistsh Lincoln; dat dey

: 14 }‘
knowed too much already, an' dat his name Wahd 'lowed called in

house. Den she say hew nothin' but ﬁ“ciblack debil messin'
in other folks M&n' dat she'd shoot him on sight if she
had half -eé'/ chance. s

De man laughed. "h@y’z}e?‘-he ain'Tso bad, ! he told her. Den
he pa.cked his pack an' went off down de road, an' Mis' Virginia
watched him %% he went out of sight '‘roun' de bend).

Two or three weeks later M4is! Fanny got e%letter. De
letter W from dat peddlar. ile tole her dat he w%b?aham
Lincoln hese'f; dat he wuz peddlin' over de country as eg'/spy, an'
he thanked her foi'- de res' on her shady po'ch an' de cool glass
of milk she give him. |

| When dat letter come Mis' Virginia got so hoppin' méd dat
she took all de stuff liis' Fanny done bought from Mistah Lincoln

an' made us niggers burn it on de ash pile, Qen she made pappy

rake up de ashes an' th'ow dem inde cpeek.®™
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EX-SLAVE RECOLL=CTIONS

An interview with Lucy Brown of Hecktown, Durham, Durham
County, May 20, 1937. She does not, know her age.

"I wuz Jjist a little thing when de war wuz over an?!
I deoan 'member much ter tell yoft. Mgstly what I does
know I hyard my mammy tell it;.

"We belonged to John Neal of Person County. I doan
know Whovmy pappy wuz, but ny mammy wuz named Rosseta
an® her mammy's name ‘*fore her wuz Rosseta. I-had one
sister named Jenny an' one brother named Ben.

~ "De marster wuz good ter us, in a way, but he ainft
jlgwipr&n§ kinds of frolickin' so when we had a meetin®
we had“pe: do_it_secret, We'd turn down a washvpét out-
side de do*, an! dat would ketch de fuss so marster
neber knowed nothin' *bout hit.

"On Sundays we went ter church at dé same place de
white folkses did. De white folkses rid an' de niggers
walked, but eben do' we wcred,wooden'bottaméd shoes we wuz
proﬁd an' moStly happy. We had good clothes an' food an?
not much abuée; I doan know de number of slaves, I wuz
so Iittle.

_%ﬁy,mﬂmmy s&id'§at slavery wuz a whole lot wué%r 'Pore

I could *member. She tol! me how some of de slaves hed




dere babies in de fiel's lak de gows done, an' she said
dat 'fore de babies wuz borned dey tied de mammy down
on her face if'en dey had ter whup her ter keep from
ruinin' de baby.

"She said dat dar wuz ghostes an' some witches back}
den, but I doan know nothin' 'bout dem things.

"Naw, I can't tell yo' my age but I will teli yo!
dat eber'body what lives in dis block am either my chile
or grantchile. I can't tell yo' prexackly how many dar
is o' 'em, but I will tell you dat my younges' chile's
baby am fourteen years old, an' dat she's got fourteen
youn%;;*s, one a year jist lak I had till I had sixteen.

HItse belonged ter de church since I wuz a baby an'

I tells dem ebertday dat dey shore will miss me when I'se

gone."
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PLANTATION LIFE IN GEORGIA

An interview with Midge Burnett, 80 years old, of 1300 S.
Bloodworth Street, Raleigh, North Carolinas

"I wus borned in Georgia eighty years ago, de_son
of Jim an' Henretta Burnett an' de slave of Marse %‘illiam :
Joyner.

"I wurked on de farm durin' slavery times, among de
cotton, corn, ant! sugar canes De wurk wusn't so hard an' we
had plenty of time ter have‘ fun an' ter git inter meanness,
dat's vmy Marse William hed ter have so many patterollers
on de place.

WMarse William had near three hundret slaves an' he
kept seben patterollers ter keep things goin' ebens De slaves
ain't run away. New sir, dey ain't, dey ‘knows good things
-when dey sees dem an' dey ain't leavin' dem nothers De ohly

"t‘,,xoublel wus dat dey wus crazy 'bout good times .an*..de:;t'd.
shoot craps er busts
. ®De patterollers ‘ud wateh all .de .paths leadin® mlm de
b plantatim an‘ ‘when: dey ketched a nigger leavin'! dey vmupped
him en' run him mme. As I said de pat‘&erelleva watehed all

- thwough
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"On moonlight nights yo' could hear a heap of voices

an' when yo'! peep ober de dike dar am a gang of niggers
a-shootin' craps an' bettin' eber!'thing dey has stold frum
de plantation. Sometimes a pretty yaller gal er a fat
black gal would be dar, but mostly hit would be jist mene.

"Dar wus a ribber nearby de plentation an' we niggers
swui dar ever'! Sadday an' we fished dar a heap tbo; e
ketched a big mess of fish ever® week an' dese come in
good an' helped ter save rations ter boot. Dat's what
Marse William said, an' he believed in havin'! a good time
too. |

#We had square dances dat las' zll night on holidays
an' we had a Christmes tree an' a Easter egg hunt ant' all
dat, cass Marse William intended ter make us a civilized
bunch of oblackss
| "Marse William ain't eber hit one of us a single lick

till de day when we heard dat de Yankees wus a~comin'!s One

ig nigger jumps up an' squalls, 'Lawd bless de Yankees's
"Marse yells back, 'God damn de Yankees'!, an' he slaps
big Mose a sumerset right outen de dote Nobody else wanted
ter git slapped soe ever'body got outen dar in a hurry an?!
» nobody else dasen't say Yankees ter de marsters
o “Eban.when somebody seed de Yankees comin® Mose wont
ﬁ_g@-tell dsfmarster tbout hit, but when Marster Williem wus

» ” B

'éﬁwixm twa cf dam big hnsky Y&akees he eassed *amf“""
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as hard as he can. DJey carries him off an' dey put him in de
jail at Atlenta an':idey keeps him fer a long times

"“Atter de surrender we left dar an' we moves ter $tar,
South Carolina, whar I still wurks 'roun! on de farm. I
stayed on dar till fifty years ago when I married Roberta
Thomas en' we moved ter Raleighe. We have five chilluns anf
we's moughty proud of Tem, but since I had de stroke we has

been farin' bad, an' I'se .hopin® ter’git my ole aged

pension.®
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FANNY CANNADY
LX-SLAVE 79 YRARS

: "I don' 'member much 'bout de sojers an' de fightin' in
de war kaze I wuzn' nuch more denr siX years ole at de surrender,
out I do 'member how lsrse Jordan lloss shot Leonard Allen, one
of his slaves. I ain't ncver forgsot dat. ”

iy mammy an' papny, S91lo an' Fanny L'oss belonged to liarse
cordan an' Mis'! Sally MHoss. Dey had 'bout three hundred niggahs
an' mos' of demworied in de cotton rields.

- Marse Jorden wuz hard on nis niggans. He worked dem over
tine an' didén' give den enouh to eat. Dey didn' have good clothes
nelther an' dey shoes wuz made out of wood. iie had 'bout a dozen
niggahs dat didn' do nothin' else but incke wooden shoes for de
slaves. De chiliun diin' hove no shoes a tall; dey went barefooted
in de snow an' ice same as 'twuz summér time. I never had no shoes
on my feets *twell I wuz pas' teh years ole, an' dat wuz after de
Vankees done set us free. |

T wuz skeered of Marse Jordan, an' all of de grown niggahs
wuz toofkcept Leonard an' Burrus Allen. Den niggahs wuzn' sieered
of nothin'. If de debil hese'f had come an' shook er stick at dem
dey*td hit him back. feonard wuz er big black buck ﬁiggah; he wuz
dé'%igéegiq;ggﬁgﬁlxgvgr seed, an' Burrus wuz near ‘bout as big, an'
dey ‘*spized Marse Jorden wus'm pizen.
| I wuz sort of skeered of Mis' Polly too.  When Merse Jordan

- wuzp' ‘roun' she wuz swget. an' kind, but when he wuz ‘roun’', she
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Uz er yes. suh, yes, su:, womon Hverythin' he tole her to do
sne done. He made her slap ¥anmyv one time kaze when she passed
his coffece she spilled some in de saucer. His' Sally hit Mammy
€asy, but Marse Jordan say: 'Hit her, Sally, hit de black bitch
1ixe she fzerve to be hit.' Den Mis' Sally draw back her hpnd an'
hit Yemmy in de facs, pow, den sre weni bac: ~%a her place at de
table an' play like she estin' her breaskfas'. Den when Marse
corden leave she come in de xitchen an' put her arms 'roun' Mamny
an' cry, an' Mammy pat her on de back an' she cry too. I loved
wis' Sally when arse Jordsan wuzn' 'roun'

Marse Jbrdan s two sons went to de war; dey went all dressed
up in dey flght;n clothes. Young liarse Jordan wuz jus' like Mis'
Sally but Marse Gregory wuz like llarse Jordan, even to de bully
way he walk. Young Marse Jordan never come back from de war, but
"fwould take more den er bullet to kill lMarse Gregory; he too mean

to die anyhow kaze de debil didn' want him an® de Lawd wouldn' have

him.
One day Marse Gregory come home on er furlo!'. He think he

look pretty wid his sword clankin' an' his boots shinin'. He wuz
er colonel, lootenent er somethin'. He wuz struttin' froun' de

yard showin' off, when Leonard Allen say under his breath, 'Look
at dat God damn sojer. Hb fighmin' to keep us niggahs from bein'

free.! ; : , . -
'Beut dat tlme larse JOrdan come up. He look at Leonard an'

say: 'What yo mumblln‘ ‘bout?t

lat big Leonard wuzn’ skeered. He say, I say, 'Loak aﬁ |




Marse Jordan's face begun to swell. it turned so red dat

de blood hear 'buut'bust out. He turned to PaDDy an' tole hlw
to go'an':bring him dis shot gun. When Paboy come back Mls'
Sally cbmé wid him. De tears wuz streamin' down her face. She
run up tc NMerse Jordan an' caught his arm. Olé.Marse»flung her
off an' took de gun from Panny. He leveled it on Léonard an’ ﬁole
him to’null ﬁis shirt open. Leonard onened his shlrt an stood
dare big as er black glant sneerln' at Ole Larse.

Den Mis' Sally run up again an' stood 'tween dat gun an'
Leonard. | A |

Ole &arse yell to paopy an' tole hlm to ta&e dat woman out of»
de way, but nobody ain't moved to touch Mis' Sally, an' she dldn‘
move nelther, she jus! stood dare facin' Qle Marse. Den Ole Marae
let down de gun. He reached over an slanped Mls Sally down, den

picked up de gun an' shot er hole in Leonard's ches’ big as yo* a

fls’ | Den he tOOﬁ up Mis‘ Sally an toted hev 1n de house. But I
wuz 8o skeered dat I run an’ hlu ln de stable loft, am 'even w1d my
eyes shut I conld s;e Leonard layin‘ on de groun wid dat bloody |
hole in hlS ches' én' aat sneer on his black mouf‘ ‘ |

After dat Leonard‘s brother Berus hated Olc Mnrse wus 3.er

snaxe, den ene night he run away. Mhmmy say he run away to keep

framikiliin! Ole Marse. Anyhaw, when Ole Mhrse feun‘ he wuz:gone,:'
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brung home er great»passel of dem yelpiﬁ’ an' pullin' at de
rones, but when he turned dem loose dey didn' find Burrus, kaze
he done grease de bottom of his feets wid snuff an' hog lard so
de docs couldn' smell de trail. Ole Msrse denn tole all de
nigsahs dat if anybody housed an' fed Burrus on de sly, dat he
goin' to shoot dem like he done shot Leonard. Den he went.every
day an' searched de cabins:; he even looked under de houses.

One day in 'bout er week Mis' Sally wuz feedin' de chickens
when she heard sometinin' in de polk berry bushes behin'’ de hen
house. She didn' go 'roun' de house but she went inside house an'
locked through de crack. Dare wuz Burrus layin' down in de bushes.
He wuz near 'bout starved kaze he hadn' had nothin' to eat since
he done run away.

Mis!' Sally whisper an' tole him to lay still, dat she goin‘
to slip him somethin' to eat. Ghe went bacxk to de house an' made
up some more cawn meal dough for de chickens, an'® under de. dough
she put some bread an' meat. When she went *cross de yard she met
varse Jordan. He took de pan of dough an' say he goin' to feed de
chickens/. My mammy say dat Mis!' Sally ain't showed no skeer; she
Jjus' smile at Ole NMarse an' pat his arm, den while she talk she
take de pan an' go on to de chicken house, but Ole Marse he go too.
When dey got to de hen house Ole Marse puppy begun snitfin' ‘roun'.
Soon he sta'ted to bark; he cut up such er fuss dat Ole Marse went
to see what wuz qung.v Den he foun' Burrug layin' in de polk
berry bushes. ‘ ' y

Ole Marse drag Burrus out an* drove him to de house. When



kis' Sally seed him take out his plaited whip, she run up stairs
an' Jump in de bed an' stuff er plllow over her head.
| Dey took Burrus to de Whilen post.' Dey strip off his
1rt, den dey put his head an' hanﬁs through de holes in de top,
an' tled hlS feets to de bottom, den Ole Marse took de wh1p1 Dat
lash hlas like col! water on er red hot iron when.lt come tnrough
de airy, an' every time it hit Burrus it lef' er streak of blood.
Time Ole Marse finish, Burrus' back 1ldok like er piece of raw beef.
Dey laid Bﬁrrus face down on er plank den dey poured turpentine
in all dem cut places. It burned like fire but dat nlg”ah didn'
kniow nothin® Thout it kaze he done passed out From paln But, all
. his 1ife dat black man toted dem scares on his back.
When de war ended Mis' Sally come to Mammy an' say: ‘Fanny,
I's sho glad yo's free. Yo' can go now an' yo' won' ever have to
‘be er slave no more.'
But Mammy, she éiﬁ}t hadbﬂélhoﬁion of leavin' Mis' Sally.
She put her arms 'roun' her an' call her Baby, an' tell her she

goin® to stay wid her long as she live. An' she did stay wid her.

Me an® Mammy bof stayed Mis' Sally *twell she died."
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Aunt Betty Cofer - ex-slave of Dr. Beverly Jones.
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NEGRO FOLK LORE OF THE PIEDMONT. "

The ranks of negro ex-slaves are repidly thinning out,but,
scattered here and there among the ante-bDellum families of the
South, may be found a few of thgse picturesque o0ld characters.
Three miles north of Bethania, the second oldest settlement of
the "Unitas Fratrum® in Wachovia, lies the 1500-acre Jones
plantation. It has been owned for several generation; by the
one family, descendents of Abraham Conrad. Conrad's daughter,
Julia, married a physician of note, Dr. Beverly Jones, whose
family occupied the old homestead at the time of the Civil War.

Here, in 1856, was born a negro girl, Betty, to a slave
mother. Here, today, under the friendly protection of this same
Jones family, surrounded by her sons and her sons"sons, lives
this same Betty in her own little weather-stained cottage.
Encircling her house are lilacs, althea, and flowering RoukE
trees that soften the bleak outlines of unpainted out-buildings.
A‘varied collection of old-fashioned plants and flowérs crowd
the neatly swept dooryard. A friendly German-shepherd puppy
rouses from his nap on the sunny porch to greet visitors
enthusiastically. In answer to our knock a gentle voice calls,
"ome in." The door opens directly into a small, low-ceilinged
room almost filled by two double beds. These beds are conspiecuously
clean and covered by home-made crocheted spreads. Wide bands of

hand-made insertion ornament the stiffly starched pillow Slipé.
Agaiﬁki the wall is a plain oak dresser. Although the“day is
: wanm, twe—fbat loga burn on the ageuworn andirons of the wids

briek fire plﬂt% Frﬁm the shelf above dangles a leather bag of
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#spills™ made from twisted newspapers.
In a low, split-bottom chair, her rheumatic old feet
resting on the warm brick hearth, sits Aunt Betty Cofer. Her
frail body steeps under the weight of four-gscore years but her
bright ejes and alert mind are those of a woman thirty years
younger. A blue-checked mob cap covers her grizzled hair. Her
tiny frame, clothed in a motley collection of undergarments, dress,
and sweaters, is adorned by a clean white apron. Although a little
shy of her strange white visitors, hér innate dignity, gentle
courtesy, and complete self possession indicate long association
with "quality folks.™®
Her speech shows a notichble freedom from the usual heavy
negro dialeet and idicm of the deep south. “Yes, Ma'am, yes,
sir, come in. Pull a chair to the fire. You'll have to ‘*scuse
me. I can't get around much, ‘cause my feet and legs bother me,
but I got good eyes an' good ears an' all my own teeth. I aint
never had a bad tooth in my head. Yea'm, I'm 81, going on 82.
M&rater»done wrote my age down in his book where he kep' the
names of aii'his colored fblks.‘ Huh (Mother) belonged to Dr.
Jones but Pappy belonged to Marse lsrael Lash over yonder. (Pointing
northwest ) You i always went with their mammies so I belonged
to the Joneses. ”th an&'Pappy could visit back and forth some-
timea but they never lived togethar 1l after freedom. Yés*gkwa
was happy. We got plenty to eat. Marster and old Miss Julia
(Dr. Joneﬂ wife, matriarch of the whala plantation) was mighty
»striet but they wﬁs goed.ﬁo us. Celﬂred.folks on some of the oiher

f .).

plantations waan‘t so lucky some of 'em had oversears, mean, cruel

s”*g' &

men. On, one @1mtatmn the field hmaa had to hustle to gi'b to the
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end of the row at eleven o'clock dinner-time ‘cause when the cooks
brought their dinner they had to stop just where they was and eat,
an' the sun was mighty hot out in those fields. They only had
ash cakes (corn pone baked in ashes)} without salt, and molasses
for their dinner, but we had beans an' grits an' salt an' some-
times meat.

I was lucky. Miss Ella (daughter of the first Beverly
Joneg) was a little girl when I was borned and she claimed me.
We played together an' grew up togethexf. I waited on her an'
most times slept on the floor in her room. Muh was cook an!
when I done got big enough I holped to set the table in the big
dinin'‘ roém. Then I'd put on & clean white apron an' earry in
the victuals an' stand behind Miss Ella's chair. She'd fix me a
piece of somethin' from her plate an' hand it back over her shoulder
to me,(eloquent hands illustrate Miss Ella's making of a sandwich.)
I'd take it an' run outside to eat it. Then I'd wipe my mouth an!
go back to stand behind Miss Ella again an' maybe get another

snacke ,, . |
MixgxEiix ®Yes'm, there was a crowd of hands on the

planta%ion".“ I mind'em all an' I can call most of their names.

Mac, CUriey, William, Sanfbrd’, Lewis, Henry, Ed, Sy_IVester, |
Hamp, an' Juke was the men folks. The women was Nellie, Iwo

Lucys, Martha, Nervie, Jane, Laura, Fannie, Lizzie, Cassie, Tensie,
Lindy an' naryJane. ‘The women mostly - worked in the house. There
was always t.wo washwomen, a coek, some hands to help her, two
gewin' women, a house glrl, an' some who did all the weavin' anm!

) Spinnin'  The men worked in “the :E'J.elds an‘ yard. Oas was stable

bess an' I@@ked after all the horses an' mules. We raised our own




A [
flax an' cotton an' wool, spun the thread, wove the cloth, made all
the clothes. Yes'm, we made the mens' shirts an' pants an' coats.
OCne woman knitted all the stockin'g for the white folks’an" colored
folks too. ‘I mind she had one finger all twisted an' stiff from
holdin' her knittin' needles. We wove the cotton an' linen for
sheets an' pillow-slips an' table covers. f We wove the wool blankets
too. I use to wait on the girl who did the wea.vin',@hen she took
the cloth off the loom she done give me the*thrums* (ends of thread
left on the loom.) I tied'em all together with teensy little knots
an' got me some scraps from the sewin' room and I made me some
quilt tops. 8Some of dm ‘em was real pretty too! (Pride of work-
menship Xy evidenced by a toss of Betty's head.)

£11 our spinnin' wheels and flax wheels and looms was hand-
made by a wheel wright., Marse Noah Westmoreland. He lived over
yonder. { A thumb indicates north.) Those o0ld wheels are still
in the family®*. I got one of the flax wheels. Miss Ella done
give it to me for a present. Eeather was tanned an' shoes was
made on the place. ®Course the hands mostly went barefoot in
warm weather, white chillen too. We had our own mill te grind
the wheat ank corn an' we raised all our meat. We made our own
candles from tallow and beeswax. I'spect some of the o0ld candle
moulds are over to *the house' now. We wove our own candle wicks
too. I never saw a match 'til I was a grown woman. We made our
- fire with flint an' punk/ (rotten wood)o §Yes'm, I was trained
. to cook an' clean an® sew. I lesrned to make mens' pants an'
eoats. Pirst coat I made, Miss Julia told me to rip the collar
"df'f, an' by the time I picked out all the teensy stitches an'
 sewed it together again I could set a collar rightl I can do it
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today, too! (Again there is manifested a good workman's
pardonable pride of achievement)

’*Miés- Julia cut eut all the clothes herself for men
and women toe. I 'spect her big shears an' patterns an' old
cuttin' table are over at the house now. Miss Julia cut out
all the clothes an' then the colored girls sewed *em up but she
looked *em all over and they better be sewed right! Miss Julia
bossed the whole plantation. She looked after the siek folks
and sent the doctor (Dr. Jones) to dose *em and she carried the
keys to the store-rooms and pantries. tlYes‘m, I'm some educated.
Muh showed me my *a-b-abs' and my numbers and when I was fifteen
I went to school in the log church built by the Moravians. They
give it to the colored folks to use for their own school and chuxrch.
(This log house is still standing near Bethania), . Our teacher was
a white man, Marse Fulk. He had one eye, done lost the other in
the war. We didn®t have no colored teachers then. They wasn't
educated. We *tended school four months a year. I went through
the fifth reaéer, the 'North Carolina Reader'. I can figger a
little an' reé& some but I can't write much 'cause my fingers 're
*_ all stiffened up. Miss Julia use to read the bible to us
an* tell us right an' wrong, and Muh showed me all she could an'
so did the other colored folks. Mostly they was kind to each other.
"No'm, I don't know much about speils an' charmss.

"Course most of the 0ld folks believed in ‘em. One colored man
use to make charms, little bags filled with queer things. He called
tem *jacks® ‘an' sold *em to the colored folks an’ some white folks
oo, . A A .
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"Yes'm, I saw some slaves sold away from the plantation,

four men and two ﬁomen, both of *em with little babies. The traders
got *em. Sold ‘*em down to liobile, Alabama. One was my pappy's
sister. We never heard from her again. I‘saw a likely young
feller sold for $1500. That was my Uncle Ike. Marse Jonathan
Spease bought him and gept'him the rest of his life.

"Yes'm, we saw Yankee soldiers. (Stoneman'’s Cavalry in 1865)
They come marchin' by and stopped at 'the house. I wasn't scared
‘cause they was all talkin' and laughin' and friendly but they sure
was hongry. They dumped the wet clothes out of the big wash-pot

in the yard and filled it with water. Then they broke into the
smoke-house and got a lot of hams and biled 'em in the pot and ate
‘em right there in the yard. The women cooked up a lot of corn
pone for 'em and coffee too. Marster had a barrel of *likker' put

by an' the Yankees knocked the head in an' filled their canteens.
There wasn't ary drop left. When we heard the soldiers comin®
our boys turned the horses loose in the woods. The Yankees said
they had to have ‘em an® would burn the house down if we didn't
get *em. So our boys ﬁhistled up the horses an' the soldiers
carried *em all off. They carried off ol* Jennie mule too but
‘let little Jack mule go. When the soldiers was gone the stable

~ boss said,‘'if ol* Jennie mule once gits loose nobody on earth can
catch her unless she wants. She'll be baek!' Sure enough, in a

- couple of days she come home by herself an' we worked the farm jus'
with her an' little Jack. . N |

| "Some of the colored folks followed the Yankees away. Five

six of our boys went. Two of 'em travelled as far as Yadkinville

but;cqmc bagk.k The rest of ‘em kep' goin® an' we never heard tell
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of 'em again.
"Yes'm, when we was freed Pappy come to get Muh and me.
We stayed around here. Where could we go? These was our folks
and I couldn't go far away from Miss Ella. We moved out near
Rural Hall (some 5 miles from Bethania) an' Pappy farmed, but I
worked at the home place a lot. When I was about twenty-four Marse
R. J. Reynolds come from Virginia an' set up a tobacco factory. He
fotched some hands with 'im. One was a likely young feller, named
Cofer, from Patrick County, Virginia. I liked 'im an'we got married
an' moved back here to my folks.(the Jones family) We started to
buy our little place an'raise a family. I done had four chillen
but two's dead. I goﬁ grandchillen and great-grandchillen close by.
This is home to us. When we talk about the old home place (the
Jones residence, now some hundred years old) we just say ‘the house!
cause there's only one house to us. The rest of the family was
all fine folks and good to me but I loved Miss Ella better'n any
one or anythin' else in the world. She was the best friend I ever
had. If I ever wanted for anythin®' I just asked her an she give
it to me or got it for me somehow. Once when Cofer was in his
last sickness his sister come from East Liverpool, Chio, to see
‘im. I went to Miss Ella to borrow a little money. She didn't
have no change but she just took a ten dollar bill from her purse
an' says *H ere you are, Betty, use what you need and bring me
what's left!.
S always @id what I could for her toc an' stood by her =--
but one time. That was when we was little girls goin' together
{ to fetch the mail. It was hot an' dusty an' we stopped to cool
_off an' wade in the ‘branch'. We heard a horse trottin' an' looked
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up an* there was Marster switchin' his ridin' whip an' lookin!

at us. 'Git for home, you two, and I'1l *tend to you, ‘he says,
an' we got! But this time I let Miss BElla go to the house' alone
an' I~ sneaked aroun' to Granny's cabin an' hid. I was afraid I'd
git whﬁpped! *Nother time, Mj.ss Ella went to town an'told me te
keep up her fire whilst she was away. I fell asleep on the hearth

- and the fire done burnt out so's when Miss Ella come home the room

was cold. She was mad as hops. Said she never had h:ift. me but she
swe felt like doin' it then.

*Yes'm, I been here a right smart while. I done lived to
see three generations of my white folks come an' go, an' they're
the finest folks om earth. There use to be a reg'lar buryin'
ground for the plantation hands. The colored chillen use to play
there but I always played with the white chillen. @This accounts
for Aunt Betty's gentle manner and speech). Three of the old log
cabins (slave cabins) is there yet. One of 'em was the *boys
cabin'.(house for boys and unmarried men) They've got walls a foot
thick an' are used- for store-rooms now. After freedom we buried
out around our little churches but some of th' 0ld grounds are
plowed undei' an' turned into pasture cause the colored folks
didn'i. get no deeds to *em. It won't be long 'fore I go too
but I'm gwine lie near my old home an' my folks.

"Yes'm, I remember Marse Israel Lash, my Pappy's Marster.
he was a low, thick-set man, very jolly an' friendly. He was real
smart an' good too, tcause his colored folks all loved ‘im. He

_ worked in the bank an' when the Yankees come, *stead of shuttin'

‘tte doer 'gainst *em like the others did, he bid *em welcome.

Betty"s nodding head, expansive smile and wide-spread hands
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eloquently pantomime the banker's greeting.) So the Yankees
done took the bank but give it back to 'im for his very own an'
he kep' it but there was lots of bad feelin' 'cause he never give
folks the money they put in the o0ld bank. (Possibly this explains
the closing of the?%gggthgrtggnk /i1£1 §a%§€ning of Israel Lash's
own institution, the First National Bank of Salem, 1$66.)

*I saw Gineral Robert E. Lee, too. After the war he come
with some friends to a meeting & Five Forks Baptist Church. All
the white folks gathered ‘round an' shook his hand an' I peeked
'tween their legs an' got a good 1dok at 'im. But he didn't have
mo whiskers, he was smooth-face! (¥fictures of General Lee all show
him with beard and mustache)

"Miss BElla died two years ago. I was sick in the hospital
but the doctor come to tell me. I couldn't go to her bury'in'.

I sure missed her. (Poignant grief moistens Betty's eyes and
thickens her voice). There wasn't ever no one like her. Miss
Kate an' young Miss Julia still live at *the house' with their
brother, Marse Lucian (all children of the first Beverly Jones and
'old Miss Julia‘',) but it don't seem right with Miss Ella gone.
Life seems diffrent, some how, 'though there' lots of my young
white folks an' my own kin livin' round an' they're real good to
me. But Miss Ella's gone!

‘#Goodday, Matam. Come ahytime. You're welcome to. I'm

right glad to have visitors 'cause I can't get out much.® A

~bobbing little curtsy accompanies Betty's cordial farewell.
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Although a freed woman for 71 years, property owner for
half of them, and now revered head of a clan of self respecting,
self-supporting colored citizens, she is still at heart a "Jones
negro,™ and all the distinguished descendents of her beloved Marse

Beverly and Miss Julia will be her "own folks" as long as she lives.
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JCHN COGGIN.
Ex=- 8lave 8tory.

An interview with John Coggin 85, of wethod, N.C.

«nhen the interviewer first visited Uncle John he was
busy cutting hay for & white family nearby, swinging the
sythe with the vigor of & young man; Ia late afternoon he
was found sitting on the doorsteps of his granddasughter's
house after a supper which certeinly had onions on the menu
and was followed by somethinz stron.er than water.

"I was borned on warch 1, 1852 in Orgnge County. iy
mammy wuz nemed Phillis Fenn an' she wuz from Virginia.

I ain't neber had no paw an' I zin't wanted none, I ain't
had no brotuners nar sisters nother.

"ie 'longed ter Doctor Jim Leathers, an' de only
whuppin' I eber got wuz 'Dout fightin' wid young iiss iAgnes,
who wuz sommers long 'bout my age. =it vuz jist a little
whuppin®' but I ‘'members hit zl1l right.

We wucked de fiel's, I totin' water fer de six or
seben harits what wucked dar. an' we jist wukked.moderate
like. We had plenty ter eat an' plenty ter w'ar, do' we
did go barefooted most of de yeare De marster shore wuz

good ter us dot."
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®T 'members dat de fust I hyard of de Yankees wuz
when young marster come in an' says,®Lawd pa, de Yankees
em in Raleighet

BDat ebenin' I wuz drawin' water when all of é sudden
I looks up de road, an' de air am dark wid Yankees. I
neber seed so many mens, hosses an' mules in my %ife. De
band wuz playin' an' de soldiers wuz hollerin' an' de
hosses wuz prancin' high. I done what all of de rest o' de
slaves donepy I run fer de woods.

®Atter de surrender we moved ter a place nigh'. Dix Hill
hyar in Raleigh an' my mamny married & Cogzin, dar's whar I
gits my name. All of us slaves moved dgr an' farmed.

"iWay long time atter dat ole lMarster Jim come ter
visit his niggers, an' we had & big supper in his honor.
Dat night he died, 2n' 'fore he died his min' sorta wanders
an' he thinks dat hit am back in de slave days an' dat atter
a long journey he am comin' back home. Hit shore wuz pitiful
an' we shore did hate it.
"Yes 'um honey, we got 'long all right atter de war.

You knows dat niggers ain't had no sense den, now dey has.
Look at dese hyar seben chilluns, dey am my great gran'=

chillun an' dey got a heap mo' sense dan I has right nows"

&
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MANDY COVERSON
Ex=-Slave Story

An interview with Mandy Coverson, 78, of 103 South Wilmington
Street, Raleigh.

T wuz borned in Union County to Sarah ant Héndersen
Tomberlin. My mother belonged to Mr. Moses Coverson, an' my
pappy belonged to Mr. Jackie Tom Tomberlin. I stayed wid my
mammy , of course, an' Marster Moses wuz good ter me. Dey
warn't so good ter ny mammy, case dey hakes her wuck frum

~ sunup till sundewn in de hot summertime, an' she ain't had
no fun at all. She plowed two oxes, an' if'en yo' has eber
been around a steer yo' knows what. agravatin' things dey is.

"De oberseer, whose name I'se plumb fofget,_ wWuz pore
white trash an' he wuz meaner dan de meanest nigger. Anyhew
I waz too little ter do much wuck so I played a he'ép ant' I
had a big time.

‘ 8Ny mammy, died 'fore I wuz very old an' missus kept

me in de house. I wuz petted by her, an' I recken spoiled.

! knows dat den de niggers ain't. neber eat no hiscuits but
| miasus always ginmie one eber meal an' in dat way she got me
| 1nterested in waitin® on de table.

| i \mzn't 0ld enocugh ter know much, but I does 'member
~ how de fambly hid all de valuables 'fore de Yankees come, an'
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dat Marster Moges in pickin' up de big brass andirons hurt
hig back an' dey said dat dat wuz de cause of his death a.

little while atterwards. Anyhow de andirons wuz saved an'

dar warn't no trouble wid de Yankees who comed our way, an'
dey ain't hurt nobody dar. -

"Dey did kill all de things dat dey could eat an'
dey stold de rest of de feed stuff. ‘Dey make one nigger boy
draw water fer dere hosses fer a day an' night. De Yankees
wuz mean 'bout cussin', but de southern soldiers wuz jist
as bad. Wheeler's Cavalry wuz de meanest in de whole bunch,
I thinks.

(”De Ku Kluxes wuz pretty mean, but dey picked dere
spite on de Free Issues. I doan know why dey ‘done dis ‘cept
dat dey ain't wantin' no niggers a-favorin' dem nigh by, |
now dat sla?ery am ober. Dey done a heap of beatin' an!
chasin' folkses out'n de country but I 'sjpeck,_s dat de Carpet
Baggers rule wuz mostly de cause of ite !

I married baniel Coverson, a slave on de same
plantatién I wuz on, an' forty years ago we moved ter Rgleigh.
We had a hard time but I'se gdad dat he an' me am free an'
doan heleong ter two diff'ent famblies.®
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EX-SLAVE STURY

An Interview by liary A. Hicks with Willis Cozart of
Zebulon, (wWake Co. N. C.) Age 92. lkay 12, 1937.

"No mam, istress, I doan want ter ride in no automctile,
thank you, I'se done walked dese three milss fruﬁ Zebulon
an' walkin' is what has iept me goin' all dese years.

*Yestm Ifse a béizhelor an' I wuz borned on June 11,
1845 in Person County. Ly vapa wuz named E4Q an' my maw wuz
named 8ally. Dar wuz ten of us youngins, horris, dallas,
Stephen, Jerry, Florence, Polly, Lena, Phillis, Csroline,
an' me. Nir. Starling Oakley of Person County, near Hoxboro
wuz my master an' as long as him an' ole mistress lived I
went back ter see dem.

"He wuz right good to de good niggers an' kinder strick
wid de bad ones. Pusonly he ain't never have me whupped
but two or three times. You's hyard ‘bout dese set down
strikes lately, well dey ain't de fust ones. Onct when I
i~ ,
wuz four or five years old, too little to wuck in de fielts,
my master sot me an' some more little chilluns ter wuck pullin'
up weeds roun' de house. well, I makes a speech and I tells
dem le's doan wuck none s0 cuil we sprawls on de grass under

de apple tree. Atter awhile ole master found us dar, an'
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when he fin's dat I wuz de ring-leader he gives me a little
whuppint.

®Hit wuz a big plantation, round 1,200 acres o* land,
I reckon, an' he had *bout seventy or eighty slaves to wuck
de cotton, corn, tobacco an' de wheat an' vege*bles. De L/
big house wuz sumpin to look at, but de slave cabins wuz
Jjist log huts wid sand floors, and stick an' dirﬁ chimneys.
We wuz 'lowed ter have a little patch o' garden stuff
at de back but no chickens ner pigs. De only way we had
er' makin' money wuz by pickin' berries an' sellin' ‘em.

We ain't had much time to do dat, case we wucked frum sunup
till sundown six\days a week. l

"De master fed us as good as hs knowed how, bul it wuz
mostly on bread, meat, an' vege‘bleé.

I ‘'members seberal slave sales whar dey sold de papdy W/
or de mammy 'way frum de chillums an' dat wuz a sad time,
Dey led dem up one at de time an' axed dem q;estidns an'
dey warn't many what wuz chained, only de bad ones, an'
sometime when dey wuz travelin' it wuz necessary to chain
a new gang. _ |

."Itge seed niggers beat till de bloed rusd, an' I'se
seed plenty more wid big scars, frum whuppin's but dey wuz de
bad ones, You wuz whupped 'cordin' ter de deed yo' dome in

dem days. . A:moderate whuppin' wuz thirty-nine or forty .

sheg,an' @ real whuppin' wyz a even hundred; most folks
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can't stand a real whuppint.

*Frum all dis you might think dat we ain't had no
good times, but we had our co'n shuckin's, candy pullinfs an®
sich like. We ain't felt like huntin' much, but I did& go
on a few fox hunts wid de master. I uster go fishin' too,
but I ain*t been now since 1873, I reckon. We sgmetimes
went ter de neighborhood affairs if'n we wuz good, but if
we wuzn't an' didn't git a pass de patter-roilers would shore
git us. When dey got through whuppin' a nigger he knowed he
wuz whupped too.

"De slave weddin's in dat country wuz sorta dis ways
de men axed de master fer de ‘oman an' he jist told dem ter
step over de broom an' dat wuz de way dey got married dem
days; de pore white folks done de same way. |

®Atter de war started de white folks tried ter keep
us niggers frum knowin' 'bout it,but de news got aroun'
gomehow, an' dar wuz some té.lk of gittin' shet of de
master's family an' gittin' rieh. De plans didn't 'mout to
nothin' an' so de Yankees come down.

"I *members moughty well when de Yankees come through
our country. Dey stoid- ever!thing dey could find an' I
;_;.(,"__’r;;:gmers what ole master said. He says, *Ever' one dat
wants ter wuck fer me git in de patch ter pullin' dat forty
seres of fodder an' all dat don't git up de road wid dem G---

Yarikeesst Well we all went away.
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"Dat winter wuz tough, all de niggers near 'bout starved
ter death, an' we ain't seed nothin' of de forty acres of
1land an' de mule what de Yankees done promise usl‘nother. 'Af.ter
awhile we had ter go ter our ole ﬁaS'ters an' ax 'em fer bread
ter keep us a‘live.

"De Klu Klux Klan sprung right up out of de-earth,
but de Yankees put a stop *ber"dahby-pu-ptm' so many of dem

in jail. Dey do say da'b dat: ‘what State Prison wug built
fer, |
®T never belleved in w:. ' I ain't put much
stock in hain'ts but T'se seéd’.; : few things durin' my
life dat I can't *splain,like de thing wid de red eyes dat
mocked me one nightj but shucks I ainft believin® in dem
things much. I'se plowed my lan*, tended it year atter year,
‘lived by myself an' all, ant I ain't got hurted yet, but I
ain't never rid in a automobile yet, an' I got one tooth

left.®

B.N.
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HANNAH CRASSON

"My name is Hannah Crasson. I wuz born on John William
Walton®s plantation 4 miles from Garner and 13 miles from
Raleigh, N, C. in the County of Wake. I am 84 years ole
the 2nd day uv éis las' gone March. 1 belonged to Mr.
John William Walton in slavery time. My missus wuz_named
Miss Martha. |

"My father wuz named Frank Walton. My mother wuz
named Flora Walton. Grandma wuz 104 years when she died.
She died down at de o0ld plantation. My brothers were
named Johnnie and Lang. My sisters were Adeline, Violet,
Mary, Sarah, Ellen, and Annie. Four of us are livinf,
Ellen, Mary, Sarah and me.

"De o0ld boss man wuz good to us. I wuz talkin' about
him the udder night. He didn't whup us and he said, he
didn't want nobody else to whup us. It is jis like I tell
yous he wuz<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>